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Prologue 


The wealthy old man woke up from a deep sleep in the 
middle of the night. He sat upright in bed and smiled. It 
had come to him in a dream. The plan he had been 
searching for. The answer to all his problems. This was it! 
It was perfect! It was simple! And, much more importantly, 
it would work! 


Lawrence Hopper III had come up with a lot of ideas in 
his sixty-five years of life. So many, in fact, that they had 
made him a millionaire while he was still a young man. But 
as far as he was concerned, this one topped them all. It 
was far more clever than his revolutionary invention for 
removing unwanted nose hairs. Much simpler than his 
amazing battery-powered waffle-maker. And far more 
practical than his electric socks that were guaranteed to 
keep your toes at a cozy eighty-two degrees, provided you 
were close enough to a power outlet to keep them plugged 
in. 


He reached for his bedside table and grabbed a 
brightly colored red string. So I won't forget, he thought to 
himself as he tied the string on his finger. He laid his old 
gray head back on the pillow and smiled, content in the 
knowledge that once, and finally, everything would work 
out exactly as it should. Then he drifted off to sleep. 


Four hours later Lawrence Hopper III woke up. He 
stood and stretched, realizing how amazingly good he felt 
after a wonderful night's sleep. He then went on about his 
wealthy old day with only the slight, nagging thought that 
there must have been a reason that he had tied a brightly 
colored red string around his finger in the middle of the 
night. 


But, for the life of him, he couldn't remember what it 
was. 


Chapter | 


“Welcome to Good Burger, home of the Good Burger, 
can I take your order?” 


From behind his dingy fast-food counter, the young 
employee stared at his customer through large brown 
eyes. The customer stared back at him from behind the 
thick pair of bifocals that balanced precariously at the end 
of his pointed nose. His bald and ancient face hung slack 
with an expression of shock and horror. The Good Burger 
employee was used to this look; he could handle it. He was 
calm. He was cool. His name was Ed, and he wasn't 
wearing any pants. 


“I'm Bernie Kibbitz and you aren't wearing any pants!” 
The customer spit the last word from between his wrinkled 
and angry lips. Bernie Kibbitz was a very angry man. 
Bernie Kibbitz was also a very old man. And if there was 
one thing that Bernie Kibbitz had learned in all of his many 
old and angry years, it was that fast-food employees 
should always be wearing pants. He pushed his glasses 
back up on top of his pointy nose, rubbed his bald head 
with his other hand, and waited impatiently for an answer. 


“Look, dude, can I help you or not?” was Ed's confused 
reply. 

“Yes, you can help me! Why do you suppose Bernie is 
standing here in front of you? To be helped, that's why! 
And first you can help me by putting on some pants. Now!” 


While Ed was not, at the moment, wearing pants, his 
backside was, in fact, covered by the bright burger- 
covered boxer shorts that he often wore. This didn't seem 
to appease Bernie in the least. After all, the last thing that 
Bernie Kibbitz wanted at this point in his angry old life 


was to be served food by a guy who wasn't wearing any 
pants. 


Ed began singing to himself during the pause in the 
conversation. “I'm a dude, he's a dude, she's a dude, ‘cuz 
we're all dudes, hey...” It was his favorite song. Actually, it 
was the only song he knew, but somehow he never tired of 
singing it. “Second verse, same as the first verse. I'm a 
dude, he's a dude...” As he sang he began drumming 
wildly with his hands — first on the counter, then the cash 
register, finally, as he reached the rousing third verse 
(same as the first), on Bernie's bald and wrinkled head! 


“Oyyy,” shouted Bernie, slamming his shiny black cane 
onto Good Burger's dingy floor for effect. “I'm Bernie 
Kibbitz and my head is not to be used as a drum by some 
crazy young hooligan!” Bernie's face was red and 
scrunched up in that really angry way that only seemed to 
happen at Good Burger, and then, only when Ed was 
behind the counter. 


Ed stopped drumming and stared at Bernie's sweat- 
covered face with a look of understanding and sympathy. 
He pulled the microphone to his face and said in his most 
understanding tone, “Welcome to Good Burger, home of 
the Good Burger, can I take your order?” 


Bernie's face turned bright red, then reconsidered and 
instead turned a far angrier shade of purple. Even his 
wrinkles looked angry. “You!... you! You make me so 
angry! That does it, Bernie Kibbitz has had enough! I'm 
leaving this place and going to someplace where the young 
people wear trousers!” And with that, Bernie turned, 
balanced his frail old frame on his cane, and stormed out. 


“Whoa, what's his problem?” Ed wondered aloud as 
Bernie slammed the door behind him. “The elderly can be 
so touchy.” Spatch, Good Burger's grease-stained fry cook, 
shrugged his huge shoulders and grunted. 


Spatch was far bigger than a fast-food employee ought 
to be, weighing in at a thick and muscular three hundred 
pounds. He was also far greasier than a fast-food 
employee ought to be. His white cook's uniform and apron 
were smeared with greasy brown stains. And he grunted 
far more than a fast-food employee ought to grunt. In fact, 
grunts were all he ever said. If you said a friendly, “good 
morning” to Spatch, you could expect to be answered with 
a grunt. If you were to comment on what a lovely, grease- 
stained apron he was wearing, you would be answered 
with a grunt. And if you happened to mention that you 
couldn't understand a single thing Spatch said, and 
couldn't he for once not grunt but answer like a normal 
human being, you would probably be answered with a 
grunt and then pounded into the ground. 


The next customer in line stepped up to the counter, 
took one look at Ed without his pants, screamed, and ran 
from the building. Ed didn't seem to mind at all. “Thanks 
for coming, have a nice day!” he yelled after the fleeing 
customer. 





Dexter Reid was used to hearing people scream in 
Good Burger. Since he'd started working there, almost a 
year ago, the sound of customers screaming and running 
from the building had become a daily occurrence. He also 
knew the reason why they screamed. He could sum it up 
with one simple word... Ed. 


Dexter and Ed had become fast friends since the day 
they'd met. Dexter had just been fired from his new job at 


Mondo Burger and was trying to drown his sorrows at the 
bottom of several milk shakes when Ed had first spotted 
him. And although Ed had seemed a little odd at first, he 
did get Dexter a new job right there at Good Burger. He 
had even helped him get back at the Mondo Burger jerks 
who had fired him and made fun of him. Dexter owed a lot 
to Ed. He knew that underneath Ed's... unique... exterior 
was a true friend. And that was why every day when a new 
customer screamed and ran. Dexter would rush from 
behind the fry bins to the counter and Say... 





“Ed! What have you done now?” And every day Ed 
would turn to him with a happy grin and reply, “Welcome 
to Good Burger, home of the Good Burger, can I take your 
order?” 


“No, man, you can't take my order, I work here,” 
Dexter explained, his friendly face cocked at a curious 
angle. 


“Oh, yeah. Cool.” Ed bobbed his head from side to 
side, setting his chin-length dreadlocks swinging back and 
forth in front of his large, gap-toothed grin. 


Dexter looked him up and down. “Ed, where are your 
pants?” 


“Probably at home in my pants drawer, with all my 
other pants.” Ed was not always the brightest bulb in the 
bunch. 


“Why?” asked Dexter, his boyish features squinting in 
a desperate effort to understand. 


“So I'll know where to find them. Duh!” To Ed it all 
seemed perfectly logical. Unfortunately, it was a logic that 
no one else in the world seemed to understand. Dexter had 
long ago given up trying. 

“Ed, you can't let Mr. Baily see you like this. Now 
hurry up and find some pants, he's on his way here!” 


Mr. Baily was Good Burger's manager. He was the man 
who had hired Ed and who every day since had struggled 
to remember exactly why. Not that Ed was always a 
problem. Sure, he sometimes annoyed the customers. 
Sure, he occasionally liked to take baths in the milk shake 
machine. And sure, he single-handedly caused six of Mr. 
Baily's seven ulcers to ache almost constantly. But it was 
also Ed who invented the special sauce that saved Good 
Burger from near ruin when the Mondo Burger across the 
street threatened to destroy them. At Good Burger, Ed was 
a hero. And so Mr. Baily would put up with the headaches 
and the sharp stomach pains and the even sharper chest 
pains that acted up every time Ed was near. He'd put up 
with it, but that didn't mean that he had to like it. 


Dexter and the other Good Burger employees tried to 
spare Mr. Baily the agony whenever they could. They were 
used to Ed's little peculiarities, and they had worked out a 
system to spare Mr. Baily any additional pain. It went 
something like this: 


A. Customer screams. 


B. Dexter rushes to the front and identifies Ed's problem 
(in this case — no pants). 


C. He motions to Fizz, the pasty white drive-through boy, 
who quickly gets rid of customer at drive-through 


window, usually by dumping food on them. 


D. Fizz opens a cabinet marked EMERGENCY, OPEN 
ONLY IN CASE OF ED. He searches through the 
contents until he finds what he's looking for (i.e., 
pants). 


E. He tosses pants to Dexter, who holds them open. 
Spatch lifts Ed straight up off the ground and sets him 
down again, inside the fresh new pair of trousers. 


F. Ed, Fizz, and Spatch breathe a sigh of relief. 


Ed looked around and tugged at his new pants just as 
Mr. Baily walked in through the door. There were a few 
words usually used to describe Mr. Baily. Good-natured 
usually sprang to mind. Manager often topped the list. But 
the words that were spoken about Mr. Baily most often 
were these: amazingly panicked. 


Mr. Baily entered the store in a panic. A crumpled note 
was Clenched tightly in one hand. Nothing was clenched in 
the other, but the hand was clenched anyway. His brown 
manager's uniform was only slightly less rumpled than the 
tangle of curly brown hair that topped his face. 


“Good Burger employees. Gather round! Please, I have 
an announcement!” His eyes darted to Ed suspiciously. Ed 
grinned and bobbed his head innocently. Mr. Baily gave a 
surprised shrug and said, “Nice pants, Ed.” 


“Oh, they're not mine. Spatch put them on me.” 


The manager's brow furrowed in confusion. It was an 
expression he was used to, and often his face would just 
resort to it out of sheer habit. He shook it off — after all, 


he had an important announcement to make, and he didn't 
want to waste time by talking to Ed. 


“Good Burger people, I have an announcement to 
make, but I don't want anyone to panic,” he stated in his 
most panicked voice. “Panicking won't solve the problem, 
so let's just not do it.” His voiced dropped into a lower and 
even more panicky tone. The Good Burger employees were 
used to their manager's moods, and they'd come prepared. 


Dexter gave a slight nod to Fizz, who pulled a brightly 
colored bottle from his pocket. He offered it to Mr. Baily. 
“Antacid? It'll help soothe your stomach.” 


Mr. Baily gratefully took the bottle, shook one of the 
antacid tablets into his mouth, and chewed. His stomach 
rumbled a happy rumble of relief. 


“Now, as I was saying, we have been fined — ticketed, 
if you will — by NASCORFS!” 


Everyone looked confused except Ed, who nodded 
along as if he understood. He didn't. 


Dexter sheepishly stuck his hand into the air. “Uhhh... 
NASCORFS?” 


Mr. Baily tried to answer calmly. He failed. “Yes, 
NASCORFS! The National Association of Sauces, Creams 
and Other Random Food Stuffs, NASCORFS!” 


“Oh, yeah, of course, the National Association of... 
uh... Stuffs.” Dexter had no idea what Mr. Baily was 
talking about. 


“The National Association of Sauces, Creams and 
Other Random Food Stuffs. They're called NASCORFS for 
short. It's the government agency that regulates 
restaurants and their use of sauces, creams —” 


Dexter caught on. “And other random foodstuffs. Yeah, 
I got it. But what do they want with us?” The others joined 


in, mumbling along curiously. Spatch offered a questioning 
grunt. 


“Well, from this note I have clenched here in my fist, it 
looks like we're being fined for selling unlicensed Ed's 
Sauce.” The employees gasped collectively. 


All except for Ed, who spoke up calmly. “Oh, don't 
worry, the sauce doesn't need a license, I almost never let 
it drive.” 


Somewhere deep inside Mr. Baily's gut a brand-new 
ulcer started to ache. He rubbed his tummy gently, trying 
to make the pain go away, then fought hard to regain his 
calm, which was a losing battle since he never really had 
any calm to regain. 


“NASCOREFS is sending their inspector by sometime in 
the next couple of days to test the sauce and make sure it 
meets all sauce safety specifications.” 


“They're really cracking down on sauces these days.” 
It was Fizz who piped in. He was relatively knowledgeable 
on the subject of sauce and sauce inspections. In fact he 
had just read an article in Fast Food Today magazine 
entitled “NASCORFS: They're Really Cracking Down on 
Sauces These Days.” He read the article a total of nine 
times. 


“What if the sauce doesn't get licensed?” Dexter asked 
with more than a little concern in his voice. 


This was the question that kept Mr. Baily up at night. 
The one that kept his medical bills so high and his supply 
of antacid so low. This was the question that really, really 
scared him. His face turned red and swelled up slightly 
with panic as he answered, “Then no more Ed's Sauce! 
And you know what that means!” 


He didn't really expect an answer, but Ed offered one 
anyway, “Uh... no.” 


“No more Good Burger!” Mr. Baily blurted out. There 
was Silence. No one spoke. No one grunted. No one made 
rude and inappropriate body noises. Mr. Baily's face 
seemed to deflate ever so slightly as his cheeks returned 
to their normal pink shade. 


Ed finally broke the silence. “Whooa!” It was a 
sentiment that everyone seemed to share. 


Chapter 2 


Night fell across the giant plastic burger that sat atop 
the plain, average building that housed America's most 
plain and average fast-food restaurant. The pink neon sign 
that announced to the world that this was the home of the 
Good Burger clicked off, and the whole building lay dark 
and silent. Everyone had gone home for the night. 


Well, almost everyone. 


Ed sat on a small stool on Good Burger's plain, flat 
roof. Above him, the stars shone brightly down on the 
small town of Dullmont. In front of him, his fishing pole 
stuck out of his hands exactly like a fishing pole should. 


Ed pulled a cold french fry from the Good Fries 
container next to him. He found the hook at the end of the 
fishing line and baited it with the fry, then cast the line 
over the side of the building. He sat back on his stool and 
waited. Ed knew that fishing was a game for the patient. 
And he could outwait a fish any day of the week. 


Dexter pulled himself over the edge of the roof and 
panted, out of breath. He knew Ed would be up there. It 
was where he always came to think, or to do whatever it 
was Ed did in place of thinking. 


“Ed, what are you doing?” 

“Oh, hey, Dexter. I'm fishing. Wanna join me?” 

Dexter briefly thought about trying to explain to Ed 
why he couldn't fish off the top of a building, then decided 
against it. Ed was his friend, and if fishing off the top of a 


building made him happy, then that was fine with Dexter. 
Even if it was really, really strange. 


He walked over to Ed and stood next to him, craning 
his neck to see over the edge of the building where Ed's 


french fry-baited hook dangled below, swaying gently in 
the cool night breeze. 


“Catch anything?” Dexter reached into his pocket and 
pulled out his yo-yo. It was something he always did when 
he was worried. Somehow, watching the yo-yo roll up and 
down off his finger helped him relax. 


“Nah. I've been fishing up here for two years and I 
haven't caught anything yet. Except once when it was 
winter and I caught a cold.” 


Dexter smiled. Ed could always cheer him up. He 
rolled the yo-yo over his fingers and let it dangle at the 
end of its line for just a minute, before a flick of his wrist 
sent it jumping right back into his hand. 


“Here fishy fishy fishy fishy.” Ed began to chant. 
“Come to Mr. French Fry. Mr. French Fry wants to meet 
Mr. Fish. Here fishy.” 


Dexter tried to break in. “Uh... Ed. I don't think...” But 
before he could finish, Ed's line snapped tight and his pole 
lurched forward, roughly yanking him off his stool. Dexter 
stared at him in shock as Ed fought with his line, pole 
bending furiously as he struggled to reel in his mysterious 
catch. 


“It's a biggun!” Ed yelled excitedly, pulling hard on his 
pole. “Dexter, I got a big one!” He arched back on the rod 
and reeled in his catch. He held it proudly in front of him. 
It was a big fish, just like he said, a couple of feet from 
head to tail. 


Dexter blinked. He blinked again. He shook his head 
from side to side fast, then slow, then fast again. He 
rubbed his eyes with the palms of his hands. Nope, his 
eyes weren't lying to him — Ed had actually caught a fish 
off the top of Good Burger. 


Dexter couldn't believe it. He rushed to the edge of the 
building and looked down at the street below. 


The fish truck was still sitting at the stoplight right 
below Dexter. Its large bed was piled high with raw fish. 
The light turned green, and the fish truck pulled away, one 
fish lighter than when it had stopped. 


Dexter started to laugh. He clutched his sides for 
support. Ed was the only person he knew who could 
actually catch a fish off the edge of a building. Okay, so 
sure, he actually snagged the fish out of the back of a 
passing fish truck, but what did that matter? 


“Whoa, check out my fish. It's all...” Ed searched for 
just the right word, “...fishy.” 


Dexter managed to calm his laughing long enough to 
compliment his friend on what a fine fish he had caught. 


Ed smiled at his fish and dropped it into the rusty 
metal bucket that he kept on hand just in case. He was 
feeling good. He stretched out on Good Burger's hard, flat 
roof and lay there, staring up at the night sky. He loved 
looking at the stars. He didn't understand what they were, 
but he guessed that they were something like Christmas 
lights. 


“You know if you look real hard, some of the stars start 
to look like stuff.” He pointed up at one of the brighter 
stars. “That one, looks like a french fry.” He pointed to 
another group of stars. “And those look like Good Burgers. 
And those over there, they look like my armpit.” 


Dexter stared hard at the stars Ed was pointing to, and 
he had to admit, they did look a little like Ed's finger. Ed 
got a faraway look in his eye, and he pointed at one more 
star. 


“You see that one right there?” 


Dexter tried to follow his finger. “You mean that kind 
of blue-ish one?” 


“No, no,” Ed corrected him. “The one next to it. Do you 
see it?” 


Dexter spotted it. “Yeah, I see it.” 


“Me too,” said Ed, then added “whoaa” just for good 
measure. 


Dexter turned and looked at his friend. Ed didn't seem 
to have a worry in the world. Dexter, on the other hand, 
seemed to have a lot of them. Sometimes he wished he 
could be more like Ed. 


“Ed, what will you do if Good Burger gets closed 
down?” he asked curiously. “You know, if the sauce doesn't 
pass the test?” 


“Oh, the sauce will pass, I've been helping it study.” 


“Uh-huh. Right. But you know, just what if? What if it 
doesn't pass? Isn't there anything else you'd like to do?” 


Ed chewed his lower lip thoughtfully. “Uh, no.” 


“Really?” Dexter was a little surprised. There was a 
bunch of stuff that he wanted to do, and he was a little 
scared that he would never get the chance. “Don't you 
ever feel like there's a whole world out there to see? New 
places to go to and new stuff to do? You know, travel 
around and get into adventures, like in the movies. Don't 
you ever feel like that?” 


Ed thought again. “I don't know. Do they have Good 
Burgers there?” 


“That's the point Ed, I don't know if they have Good 
Burgers there.” He flopped to the ground in frustration. 
“T've never been there. I've always been right here.” 
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“Whoaaa, me too, 
coinkydink.” 


Ed answered excitedly. “What a 


Dexter took a deep breath and then began to try and 
explain. He explained that he liked his job at Good Burger, 
but sometimes he felt like he'd be there forever. He 
explained how, when he was younger, his mom had bought 
him a map of the world and all his life he would look at it 
and hope that someday, somehow, he could go to all those 
faraway places. 


They talked late into the night. Dexter told Ed about 
all his hopes and dreams. Ed told Dexter about his pants 
and his moldy bread collection. The stars glowed brightly 
over their heads, even the ones that looked like Ed's 
armpit. 





Later that night, in a far richer section of a far bigger 
town, another Hopper had come up with a plan. Harry 
Hopper was Lawrence Hopper III's only nephew, the only 
heir to Lawrence's fortune. But that wasn't good enough 
for Harry. He was tired of waiting for his inheritance. He 
wanted it now. And he wanted it bad enough to do 
something about it. 


Harry Hopper's long thin face was set off by a small 
line of hair that looked like a dead caterpillar perched on 
his upper lip. His long mouth seemed to stretch twice the 
length of his face, and it constantly looked as if he had just 
smelled something bad. His eyes were narrow little slits 
that made him look like he was constantly squinting. The 
word best used to describe him was thin. His face was 


thin, his eyes were thin, his body was thin. Even his teeth 
were thin. His hair was retreating back on his head, and it 
came to a point right in the middle of his forehead like 
some kind of neon hair sign that pointed to his face to 
announce “Bad guy here!” 


Harry Hopper tugged at his pencil-thin black mustache 
and turned his tiny slitted eyes to Morley, his evil 
assistant. “Uncle Lawrence will be here in a few days. Is 
everything ready?” he asked. 


Morley's round face widened into an evil grin, 
exposing his sharp yellow teeth. It wasn't a pretty sight. 
He looked up with his large bug eyes. 


“Everything is ready, Mr. Harry. When your uncle gets 
here, he will be in for a big surprise.” Morley laughed his 
evil laugh and rubbed his evil little hands together. 


The plan was set. 


Chapter 3 


Marcus Finkler was not a happy person. He was not 
happy for a lot of reasons. He was not happy because he 
could never find a shoe that fit quite right. He was not 
happy because the poetry that he wrote quietly on the side 
had just been rejected by its one hundred and thirty-first 
publisher. The rejection was bad enough, but what made it 
even worse was the note that was attached to the rejection 
letter. The note read simply, “You stink!” And even worse 
than that was the fact that “You stink” was clearly the 
nicest thing that anyone had ever said about his poetry. 


But mostly Marcus Finkler was not happy because he 
hated sauce. He hated smelling sauce. He hated tasting 
sauce. But even more than that, he hated inspecting sauce. 
This was too bad, really, since inspecting sauce was his job 
and had been for fifteen years. 


Marcus Finkler stood in front of Good Burger's 
average little building. He caught his skinny reflection in 
the dingy front window and straightened his wide, plaid 
tie. He ran his hands through his thinning blond hair. He 
looked up at the plastic burger and frowned. I bet this 
place looks better in the dark, he thought to himself as he 
pushed his way in through the average little door. 





“I'm Connie Muldoon!” announced a woman with a 
thick Wisconsin accent. Connie Muldoon loved saying her 
name and tried to work it into every sentence. Her big 


hair, piled high atop her head, was sprayed Into gravity- 
defying submission. 


“Welcome to Connie Muldoon, home of the Connie 
Muldoon's, can I take your order?” asked Ed politely. After 
all, he was just doing his job. He wasn't doing it well, but 
he was doing it. 


“No, I'm Connie Muldoon. This is Good Burger, Good 
Burger!” the woman tried to correct him. 


Ed scratched his eyebrow in contemplation before 
grabbing the microphone in front of him. “Two Good 
Burgers, that'll be eight bucks.” 


“But I want no Good Burgers,” Connie pleaded with 
him. “I merely commented that we were in Good Burger.” 


“Two more Good Burgers.” 


“Stop it. You've now incorrectly ordered four Good 
Burgers. That's more Good Burgers than a Muldoon can 
eat!” 


Connie Muldoon was really getting frustrated now. It 
seemed like every time she came into Good Burger there 
was always a problem. Unfortunately for her, it was the 
only fast-food restaurant in walking distance from her 
house and, as her father always told her, the Muldoons 
didn't believe in “the motor vehicles.” 


“I'm sorry,” Ed said apologetically, “but I'm going to 
have to ask you to leave.” 


“T will not leave. I'm Connie Muldoon, and I've been 
coming here for years. Now I demand good service or I 
will speak to your Good Manager.” 


Ed blinked a few times, then shrugged. “Welcome to 
Good Burger, home of the Good Burger, can I take your 
order?” 


“Why, that's more like it. Yes, you may take my order. 
I'm Connie Muldoon and I would like several packages of 
your tasty Good Ketchup.” 


“Several packages of Good Ketchup,” Ed repeated into 
the mike. “Uh, that'll be eight bucks.” 


Connie looked stunned, then uncertain, then upset. 
“Eight dollars for Good Ketchup, isn't that a bit high?” 


Ed shook his head, his dreads swinging cheerfully in 
front of him. “No,” he said as he sprung to the countertop 
in front of Connie. “This is a bit high! Look at me 
everyone, I'm way up high!” he called gleefully. 





Marcus Finkler watched Ed climb on the counter. He 
watched Connie Muldoon storm out. He even watched Ed 
stick fries in his nose and begin to sing a song about dudes 
that made Marcus Finkler very unhappy. 


“Pardon me, can I speak to your manager?” Mr. 
Finkler asked as he braved his way to the counter. 


“It's okay with me, you should really check with him 
though, don't you think?” Ed responded helpfully. 


Finkler cringed. This wasn't making him happy. Maybe 
the sauce would be really bad and he wouldn't have to 
pass it. That might make him a little happier. But just a 
little. 





What made Mr. Baily happy was how sparkling clean 
Good Burger's bathroom was at that moment. His mother 
would have been proud. He had been waiting for the sauce 
inspector all day and wanted to make sure everything was 
perfect. He had inspected the counters — they were all 
clean. He had inspected the grills — they were all grilling. 
Now he was inspecting the bathrooms — they were as 
spotless as bathrooms could be. 


His one final concern was making sure that the sauce 
inspector stayed clear of Ed. Maybe he'd give Ed the rest 
of the day off just to play it safe. Mr. Baily gave the 
bathroom one final, approving glance, stepped out the 
door, and began to panic. There, in front of him, was Ed 
and the sauce inspector... together. And that couldn't be 
good. 


“But I'm the sauce inspector!” the sauce inspector 
yelled at Ed. 


Ed started to respond, but Mr. Baily's hand suddenly 
clamped down over his mouth, so that all he could manage 
to get out was, “Ummf ooof unga unga ooof.”!! 

Mr. Baily plastered on his biggest smile, wiped the 


panic sweat from his forehead with his free hand, and 
positioned himself in front of Ed. 


“Hi, I'm Mr. Baily, the manager. You must be the sauce 
inspector. Why don't I show you to the back?” 


Before Mr. Finkler could respond, Mr. Baily clutched 
an arm tightly around him and whisked him away on a 


nonstop, whirlwind tour of the kitchen. He dragged 
Marcus Finkler by the deep fryer, quickly muttered, “deep 
fryer” into Marcus's ear, tightened his grip on Marcus's 
shoulder, and pulled him on to the next appliance. 


Finally they reached the large stainless steel 
refrigerator that sat quietly humming to itself against the 
very back wall. This was the heart of Good Burger. The 
holy place where they stored the Good Beef and where the 
Good Fries were kept frozen before being fried and 
served. But most importantly, this was where they kept 
their secret weapon. 


This was where they kept the Ed's Sauce. 


Mr. Baily grabbed the cold metal handle and proudly 
yanked the door open. And then he seriously began to 
panic. 


The pot of Ed's Sauce was empty. 


Chapter 4 


The old man who stood in front of Good Burger's 
counter, intently scanning the menu with his intelligent 
blue eyes, seemed different from most of the other 
customers. His clothes were different. Most of Good 
Burger's other customers didn't wear finely tailored three- 
piece suits. The car he drove was different. Very few other 
customers got chauffeured to Good Burger in their very 
own limousine. Even the brightly colored red string that 
he had tied around his finger was different. The other 
customers hardly ever tied brightly colored strings of any 
sort to their fingers, and those that did always 
remembered why they had tied it there. 


“Hey dude, nice string,” Ed complimented his 
customer. It truly was a very nice string. 


Lawrence Hopper III didn't respond right away. He 
hadn't been sleeping well the last couple of days. Partially 
because he was still trying to remember what had caused 
him to tie a red string to his finger in the middle of the 
night. Mostly, though, he couldn't sleep because he was 
worried about a phone call he had received. 


The phone call was from his only nephew, Harry 
Hopper. And if that didn't seem like cause for worry, that's 
only because most nephews weren't like Harry Hopper. 


The last time Harry had called his dear, wealthy old 
uncle was when he needed to be bailed out of jail. He had 
been arrested for taunting the elderly (it was a hobby of 
his). The time before that he had called simply to ask if his 
uncle Lawrence was planning to die anytime soon. 


This time when he called he asked for... nothing. No 
money, no favors, nothing. That made Lawrence Hopper III 
very, very nervous. This time when he called all his 


nephew wanted to know was if Uncle Lawrence was still 
planning on going to Paris for business before returning to 
his home in England. 


Lawrence Hopper III had been away from his home for 
a long time. Every few years he personally inspected each 
and every one of his company offices all over the world, 
and for the past several months, he had been doing just 
that. Just yesterday he had inspected Dullmont's branch, 
and today he was on to Paris for the last one. Then he 
could return to England and take a much deserved rest. 
These inspections were always tiring to Lawrence, but this 
year he felt even more tired than ever. Probably because 
he hadn't been sleeping well. 


“Hey dude, nice string,” Ed repeated. 


Lawrence looked down at his finger. “Thank-you, 
young man,” the old man said in his polite English accent. 
“I tied it there so that I would remember something, but I 
can't seem to figure out what it was.” 


“Oh.” Ed smiled sympathetically. “Hey, you wanna 
know what I do when I want to remember something?” 


The old man looked up curiously. “Yes,” he replied 
honestly. “I would love to know what you do to remember 
things.” 

Ed scrunched up his eyebrows and thought hard. 
“Ohhh... uhhh, I forget,” he finally answered. 


“Me too, my boy. Me too,” Lawrence whispered to him 
with a friendly smile and a wink. “But don't worry, it'll 
come to you. It always does eventually.” 


“Thanks, dude. Now, welcome to Good Burger, home of 
the Good —” 


The old man interrupted apologetically. “You already 
said that... twice.” 


Ed looked around guiltily, “Uh, no.” 





At that exact moment, just thirty feet behind the spot 
where Ed was standing, Mr. Baily was holding open the 
door to Good Burger's special freezer and finding that his 
day was about to turn very, very bad. 
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“There's nothing in there,” Marcus Finkler snorted, 
unable to keep the unhappiness out of his voice. 


“What!” was all Mr. Baily could manage. He shoved 
the sauce inspector roughly out of the way and looked 
inside for himself. Sure enough, the pot of Ed's Sauce was 
empty. 


Mr. Baily got a grip on himself. It wasn't easy to do, 
because right now all eight ulcers were really starting to 
ache. But somehow he managed. He turned and quickly 
marched away from Mr. Finkler before screaming at the 
top of his lungs, “EEEDDDD!” 





Ed didn't hear Mr. Baily's loud shriek, although 
everyone else in the neighborhood did, as did several 
people from a few neighborhoods down. Ed, though, was 
lost in thought. He had just handed Mr. Hopper III his food 
and was trying desperately to figure out how much to 
charge. He stared off into space, eyes squinting, brow 


furrowed, dreadlocks straining from the pressure. Then, 
somehow, he blurted out with precise accuracy, “That'll be 
seven dollars and eighty-two cents, please.” 


Old Mr. Hopper fished eight dollars out of a large wad 
of money, handed them to Ed, grabbed his bag of food and 
left. 


“EEEDDDDDD!” Mr. Baily bellowed again, storming 
loudly from the back. Everyone stopped to watch. 


“Wait, old dude, you forgot your change!” Ed shouted, 
clutching the eighteen cents in his hand. But it was too 
late — old Mr. Hopper had gone. 


“MR. BAAATIILLLLYYYY!” Ed shouted right in Mr. 
Baily's face as he turned toward his boss. 


Mr. Baily clutched his hands to his ears in a desperate 
attempt to stop the ringing. “Ed! We're out of Ed's Sauce. I 
told you to make more Ed's Sauce last night, didn't I? But 
did you make any? Noooo! The sauce inspector is here, Ed, 
yet there's no sauce! What's he going to inspect, Ed? 
What?” 


“Don't worry, Mr. Baily,” Ed responded confidently. “I'll 
be right back. I just have to give this old dude his change.” 
That said, Ed leaped over the counter and raced out the 
door. 


Mr. Baily watched Ed go in stunned silence. This was 
not good. His mind raced, hit a wall, spun out of control, 
and went up in flames. Quickly he put the flames out and 
thought hard. “Dexter!” he shouted. 


This can't be good, thought Dexter from behind the 
crackling of the fry bins. Sure, customers screaming he 
was used to, but Mr. Baily screaming? Ed must have really 
messed up this time. Dexter raced out behind the counter 
even quicker than usual. 


“What's up, Mr. Baily?” 


Mr. Baily whipped around to face him, his face 
swelling up with panic. “Ed's gone!” he blurted out. 
“Dexter, go after him. Bring him back. And please, for 
Pete's sake, make sure no harm befalls him.” 


“Befalls?” Dexter repeated with a smirk. 


“Just go!” his manager shouted, the veins in his 
forehead bulging out threateningly as if they might 
explode at any minute. Dexter didn't want to be around 
when, and if, that happened, so he quickly dashed out the 
door after his friend. 


He raced into the parking lot just in time to spot Ed 
leaping into the Burgermobile. The Burgermobile was 
Good Burger's trademark delivery vehicle, part car, part 
moving eyesore. It was, without a doubt, the ugliest thing 
on four wheels. The car's two distinguishing 
characteristics were that: 


A. It looked exactly like a giant hamburger on wheels. 
B. It drove slightly worse than an actual hamburger 
probably would. 


At the moment it also had a third distinguishing 
characteristic — it was speeding straight toward Dexter 
with no sign of changing course any time in the near 
future. 


“Ed, look out!” Dexter shrieked, his eyes bulging out 
as the Burgermobile barreled toward him. He started to 
shriek something else, but changed his mind and chose 
instead to dive out of the way as Ed sped right past him. 


Ed careened the Burgermobile wildly through traffic, 
whipping it in demented swerves from one lane to the 
next. By all natural laws of physics there are two things 
that Ed should never, ever do: 


1. Work with food. 
2. He should never, ever be behind the wheel of a giant 
motorized slab of beef. 


The score now stands at Laws of Physics: 0, Ed: 2. 


Ed pumped the accelerator, and the car lurched 
forward, leaping toward the shiny black limo. He rolled 
down his window, struggling to keep at least one hand on 
the wheel as he leaned out. The wind whipped his hair 
away from his face. His little paper Good Burger hat blew 
off his head and landed on the car behind him. A large bug 
flew straight into his mouth, and he accidentally 
swallowed it. “Sorry bug!” Ed shouted, wincing at the sour 
taste as it went down. He pounded the horn, which blared 
a loud, burgery “Moooooo” at surrounding traffic as he 
frantically tried to get the limo's attention. 


“Hey, old dude, stop! You forgot your change!” he 
shouted. “You forgot your eighteen cents!” But the limo 
didn't stop. They must not be able to hear me, Ed thought, 
I guess I should shout louder. 


“HEY, OLD GUY, YOU FORGOT YOUR EIGHTEEN 
CENTS!” he shouted at the top of his lungs. The limo 
didn't even slow down. 





Somewhere behind Ed and his Burgermobile, Dexter 
pumped his legs furiously as he pedaled his bike faster 
than he had ever pedaled before. Sweat poured down his 
face, soaking his polyester blue Good Burger uniform. He 
sucked in air in desperate, ragged gasps. It didn't make 


things easier that the bike was a little too small for him. It 
was also a little too pink for him. That was probably 
because it wasn't his bike at all. The bike actually 
belonged to a ten-year-old girl. 





At the very moment that Ed had sped out of Good 
Burger's average parking lot in a bellow of brown exhaust, 
Dexter had spied the little girl pedaling her pink bike lazily 
by. Dexter had thought briefly about trying to run after Ed 
and the Burgermobile, then he'd realized what a dumb 
(and tiring) plan that was and had quickly formed plan B. 
Plan B had involved somehow talking the little ten-year-old 
girl into giving him her bike. He had had to come up with 
something clever, something shrewd... 


“They're giving away free Good Burgers inside.” He'd 
felt pretty proud of what he had come up with. 


The little girl had stopped pedaling. She'd looked back 
up at Dexter with her sweet little girl face, her sweet, pink 
little girl bow glinting brightly in the afternoon sun. 
“Really?” she'd asked with a slight lisp that had made her 
sound even sweeter than she'd looked. 


Dexter had swallowed hard. Could he really bring 
himself to lie to such a sweet and innocent little girl? A 
little girl who still believed that people were nice and 
would never try to steal their bikes by offering free fast 
food? 


“Absolutely!” Dexter had lied through his teeth. “Yep, 
all the free Good Burgers you can eat, right inside. It's no 
lie.” 


The little girl had smiled a hungry little smile and 
jumped off her bike. Dexter had quickly helped her along. 
“Don't worry, I'll park that for you, right over here.” He'd 
grabbed the little handlebars and wheeled it toward the 
bike rack. 


“Thanks, mister,” she'd said excitedly as she'd rushed 
inside, ready for her free meal. 


As soon as she was through the door. Dexter had 
hopped on the pretty pink bike, which was about two feet 
too small for him, and had started to quickly pedal off, his 
knees almost thumping into his chest with each rotation. 


He'd stopped suddenly, pulled a scrap of paper and a 
pencil from his pocket, and scribbled a little note. “Sorry 
little girl,” it said, “I promise I'll bring your bike back.” 
He'd slipped a five-dollar bill inside and set the note down 
on the bike rack where he was sure she would see it. With 
that taken care of, he'd hopped on the bike and raced off 
in pursuit. 





Ed jerked the wheel of the large motorized hamburger 
hard to the left. The Burgermobile screeched out from 
behind the limousine and barreled into oncoming traffic. A 
bright red car slammed on its brakes, skidding insanely off 
the road in a loud squeel of burning rubber as it barely 
managed to avoid hitting the burger-car. Several other 
cars behind it followed suit as Ed piloted his car up 
alongside the long black limo. He rolled down the 
passenger window and stared out at his reflection in the 
limo's tinted black windows. 





Mr. Hopper glanced out the dark window of his 
limousine and was surprised to see a young boy driving 
next to him, honking his horn and shouting. He was 
surprised partly because the young boy driving next to him 
was in the wrong lane and all the other cars were 
screeching to a halt to avoid hitting him. He was also 
surprised partly because the car that the boy was driving 
looked an awful lot like a giant hamburger. 


Mr. Hopper jabbed his finger down on the automatic 
window button, and the tinted glass began to slide silently 
down. He was very curious to know what the young boy 
was shouting about and why he happened to be driving a 
large piece of food. But before he was able to get any of 
that information, the limo driver slowed down to a stop at 
a red light. 


The burger car sped right through. 





Cars slammed on their brakes in a shrieking screech of 
noise as the Burgermobile sped by. Somehow all the 
vehicles managed to avoid hitting it. Unfortunately, they 
didn't all manage to avoid hitting each other, and a few of 
the cars very politely smashed into a few of the other cars. 


Ed looked back at the limousine, sitting at the light 
behind him. “Wait, come here! I still have your eighteen 
cents.” He started to yell again but was cut off by the loud 
blaring of a horn. He looked in front of him. “Nothing but a 
very large semi truck coming straight at me,” he thought 
out loud. “I wonder what's making all that noise?” 


Somewhere inside Ed's head, one brain cell was 
desperately trying to get a message to another brain cell. 
An important message having something to do with a large 
truck and imminent collision. The other brain cell 
unfortunately seemed to be napping. The first brain cell 
shook the second one; nothing happened. He slapped it, 
nothing happened. Finally he poured water on it, and the 
other brain cell started to stir. (Brain cells hate having 
water poured on them during naps.) The second brain cell 
slowly woke, rubbed its eyes, and read the message that 
was handed to it by the first brain cell. 


“Large truck!” Ed yelled. The truck barreled down 
right on top of him, ten feet away, then five. It was going to 
hit him. The driver of the truck honked angrily on his horn, 
which blared loudly, not helping at all. Ed yanked the 
wheel as hard to the left as he could, the tires screaming 
in protest as they struggled to grip the road. The car 
shimmied and slid, wildly careening across the blacktop, 
before the tires dug in and threw the Burgermobile off the 
road just as the semi ripped past, narrowly missing the 
french fry bumper. Before Ed could stop the car, it slid 
down an incline and came to rest in a very nice looking 
ditch. 





Dexter's side hurt, his feet hurt, somehow even his 
eyebrows hurt. He had never pedaled so much in his life. 
His whole body hurt so much from all the exercise that he 
almost didn't notice all the cars crashed together at the 
intersection as he rushed through. Dexter's eyes narrowed 
to small slits as he spotted the Burgermobile pulling out of 
a very nice looking ditch in the distance. He pumped the 
pedals faster, eyes glued on the car ahead as he struggled 
to catch up. 


SMACK! CRASH! SQUISH! 


He barreled straight into an orange cart sitting just on 
the edge of the road. 


Bright orange fruit went flying. Dexter also went 
flying, right over the handlebars. He landed flat on his 
back in the dirt. “That really hurt,” he groaned to himself 
as a big orange careened through the air, hit the top of its 
arc, and fell down, landing on his face with a loud, wet 
thunk. 





Ed crowed with delight as he spotted the sleek black 
limousine sitting at the departure gate of Dullmont's 
international airport. He eagerly screeched to a halt 
behind it and hopped out of the Burgermobile. A large grin 
was plastered across his face as he yanked open the 
gleaming black door of the limo. “Here's your eighteen 
cents!” he shouted victoriously. 


But the limo was empty. 


“If you're looking for Mr. Hopper, you're too late,” a 
voice behind him stated. Ed turned around to see the 
chauffeur standing there. “He just took the 4:45 flight to 
Paris.” 


“Oh,” Ed said, sadly looking up into the sky at all the 
planes flying by. On one of those planes sat old Mr. Hopper 
without his eighteen cents. Suddenly Ed knew what he had 
to do. It all became clear. A ray of sunlight broke through 
the cover of clouds overhead and bathed Ed in a bright 
golden glow. 


He was on a mission. 


Chapter © 


Dullmont Air's 5:35 flight to Paris was cruising at an 
altitude of twenty-five thousand feet. Below it, the ocean 
curved away into the distance, a vision of shimmering 
blue. Behind the large airplane the United States faded 
into a small blip on the horizon. The town of Dullmont 
faded into an even smaller blip on that small blip. An even 
smaller blip on that small blip was the country's most 
average fast-food restaurant, Good Burger. Inside that 
restaurant an amazingly panicked blip was wondering 
what had become of two of his employees and one burger- 
shaped car. He seemed terribly upset, for a blip. 





Someone else who was terribly upset at the moment 
was the passenger sitting in seat 14F on Dullmont Air's 
5:35 flight to Paris. What seemed to be confusing him so 
much was a conversation he was currently having with a 
very strange-looking stewardess. The conversation was 
going something like this: 


“Excuse me, stewardess?” the heavyset passenger 
asked as he squirmed in his small seat, trying to arrange 
his hefty frame. 


The stewardess turned to face him and replied in a 
strange, high-pitched voice, “Welcome to Good Burger, 
home of the Good Burger, can I take your order?” 


“What?” the passenger exclaimed. Clearly this was not 
how he expected the odd-looking stewardess to respond. 


“Look, dude, can I take your order or not? There are 
people waiting in line.” 

This wasn't helping matters. Passenger 14F was 
getting upset. “No, there aren't. What's your name?” he 
asked sternly. “I'm going to report you to the airlines.” 


“My name?” asked the stewardess blankly as her chin- 
length hair fell in front of her bright pink lipstick. 


“Yes, what's your name?” 


“Well...” she drawled, then decided to go on the 
offensive. “What's your name, dude?” 


“My name is Jimmy Johns.” 


“Whooa, that's a funny name for a girl!” A large gap- 
toothed grin broke out across her face. 


“But I'm not a girl!” 14F shouted. 
“Uh, are too.” 


“Look,” he shouted as other passengers started to 
watch. “I am through playing games here.” 


“Which ones?” 


“Which ones what?” Jimmy Johns's barrel chest heaved 
up and down angrily. 


“Which games are you through playing? I like Twister, 
or that one with the bottle where you spin it and then it's 
like, whoa, I have to kiss you!” 


“Look, all I want is a pillow, just get me a pillow, 
please!” Jimmy Johns was fed up. He always had to have a 
pillow when he sat for a long time, ever since he was a boy 
and had first started suffering from bad neck cramps. In 
fact, he could feel one coming on right now. He tried to 
calm down and repeat his request. “Can I have a pillow, 
please?” 


“Sorry dude, we don't sell pillows, only what's on the 
menu.” 


That snapped it. Now he was really mad. He could feel 
his neck clenching up as he shouted at the stewardess. 
“Look lady, there is no menu, and this isn't a fast-food 
restaurant. We're on a plane here! A plane! Do you 
understand? A plane!” 


The stewardess nodded, she understood. She grabbed 
an imaginary microphone and shouted, “One plain Good 
Burger,” then turned back to Jimmy Johns to add, “that'll 
be eight bucks.” 


“What is wrong with you?” the passenger shouted in 
exasperation. 


“I'm wearing women's panty hose,” the stewardess 
confided. “And they're a little tight.” 


The passenger in 14F opened his mouth in horror and 
frustration. This was clearly not how he expected his flight 
to turn out, and he was not entirely sure how to deal with 
the situation. If only his parents had sent him to that 
private school like he'd wanted them to, he was sure that 
his life, right up through this moment, would have turned 
out remarkably better. 


Jimmy Johns wasn't entirely confused. The stewardess 
did look odd. In fact, the stewardess looked oddly like Ed. 
This is easily explained by the fact that the stewardess was 
Ed disguised as a stewardess. This is what had happened: 





“Mr. Hopper's plane just took off. He's on his way to 
Paris,” the chauffeur explained to Ed. 


“Ohhh,” Ed explained to the chauffeur. He looked up 
into the sky and knew that somewhere up there was a 
very, very rich man who was missing eighteen cents. Ed 
knew what he had to do. He had a mission. He looked back 
at the chauffeur. “That'll be eight bucks,” he said, then 
turned and marched into the airport. 
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“Ticket please,” the young lady at the gate said. A 
heavyset man at the front of the line pulled his ticket from 
his coat and handed it to her. She examined it briefly, said 
a quick “thank-you,” and, with a friendly smile, ushered 
him onto the waiting plane. 


“Ticket please,” she said to the next person in line, the 
smile still firmly in place. 


“Oh, I don't have a ticket. But I'm on a mission to give 
an old dude back his change.” 


She glanced up, surprised. Everyone had always had a 
ticket. Her smile faltered slightly as she stared at the 
young man in the fast-food uniform. “I'm sorry,” she said 
apologetically, “but if you don't have a ticket, I can't let 
you on the plane.” Two stewardesses walked past Ed, said 
their hellos to the young lady, and boarded the plane. Ed 
just stared at them. 


“But they didn't have tickets,” he argued. 


“They don't need tickets, they work on the plane. Now, 
I'm going to have to ask you to get out of line.” 


Ed clenched his teeth in frustration as he stepped from 
the line. This wasn't going as well as he had hoped. He had 
to get on that plane! But how? He didn't have a ticket. If 
only he could get on the plane like those stewardesses 
had. 





“Well, you ready for the flight?” one stewardess asked 
another as they stopped to chat right in front of Ed. 


“Yep, I've got all my extra stewardess uniforms and 
everything else I need right in here,” answered the 
second, patting the rolling suitcase that she pulled along 
behind her. 


“That's good. Say, why don't you leave your rolling 
suitcase here unattended while we go get a cup of coffee? 
I'm sure no one will take it. After all, there's not much in it 
except for a couple of extra stewardess uniforms.” 


“That's true. And who would want extra stewardess 
uniforms? Let's go.” The stewardess pushed her rolling 
bag up against a wall and walked off with her stewardess 
friend. 


“Finally!” Ed thought out loud. “I was never gonna 
come up with a plan with those two stewardesses making 
all that noise.” He furrowed his brow and concentrated. 


He thought hard. He thought about planes. He thought 
about tickets. Mostly he thought about all the different 
foods that he could stuff up his nose. For some reason, no 
plan was coming to him. “Man, this coming up with a plan 


thing is really tough,” Ed muttered and decided that what 
he really needed was a good rest. 


He leaned against the wall and slumped down next to 
a plain-looking rolling suitcase that had been left, 
unattended, by a stewardess. “Now, how can I get on to 
the plane?” Ed wondered. He rested his lanky arm on the 
rolling suitcase next to him and accidentally hit the catch. 
It popped open, spilling its contents onto the floor beside 
him. 

Ed looked at the spare stewardess uniform lying on the 
floor. He glanced around guiltily, then picked up the 
uniform and hastily tried to stuff it back inside the case. 


“Say, nice stewardess uniform.” 


Ed looked up like a deer caught in headlights, the 
wadded-up stewardess uniform clutched tightly in his 
hand. 


The passing stranger continued, “You aren't planning 
on disguising yourself as a stewardess so that you can get 
on the plane without a ticket, are you?” Ed just stared at 
him blankly. The stranger stared back, then burst out 
laughing. “I'm just kidding,” he said, slapping Ed on the 
Shoulder as he laughed. “Boy, I sure had you going, 
though. Imagine, dressing up like a stewardess to get on a 
plane for free, HA!” He hooted to himself as he walked 
away. 


“Whoa, that was random,” said Ed, then stopped. 
Something the stranger said had seemed important. But 
what was it? He wiped his forehead with the spare 
stewardess uniform as he tried frantically to remember. 





“A pillow, please! My neck is cramping up! Hurry!” 
Jimmy Johns was almost in tears. 


Ed looked around, spotted a small pillow underneath 
the head of a sleeping passenger, and, much like a 
magician yanking a tablecloth out from under a table full 
of dishes, yanked the pillow from under the passenger's 
head. Ed would have made a terrible magician. The 
passenger's head dropped to the back of the seat with a 
thud. Ed handed the pillow to Jimmy Johns. “There, dude, 
now quit your whining. Man!” he said as he walked away, 
adjusting his panty hose as he went. 


The sleeping passenger woke with a start. He blinked 
his eyes and shook his head, trying to figure out what had 
just happened. Then it hit him. “Hey, where's my pillow?” 
he demanded to no one in particular. Then, when no one in 
particular failed to answer, he stood up angrily. He was a 
very big man. He was a very angry man as well. 
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“Hey, that's my pillow!” he shouted at the passenger in 


seat 14F. 


Jimmy Johns was now comfortable for the first time the 
whole flight. He shifted himself around, rested his head 
against his new pillow, and started to doze off. He didn't 
realize he was being yelled at. Not, at least, until the large 
passenger, who had been sleeping peacefully until just a 
few moments ago, yanked the pillow out from under his 
head and began trying to stuff it down his throat. The 
muscles in his neck cramped up tight. 


Jimmy Johns was not having a very good flight. 





Dexter was also not having a very good flight. He was 
crammed into a small cage in the cargo bay of Dullmont 
Air's 5:35 flight to Paris. The cage had, until about an hour 
ago, been home to a large German shepherd named 
Rupert. Although Dexter had let Rupert out of the cage at 
the airport and stowed away in his place, the dog was, in 
some small way, remembered by the powerful canine 
stench that remained in the cage. When I told Ed that I 
wanted to travel and see the world, this wasn't exactly 
what I had in mind. 





Dexter's day had started off so nicely. He had woken 
up this morning just at the end of one of his favorite 
dreams. It was the one that involved him, a group of 
beautiful models, and a brand-new car. Strangely enough, 
it also involved a large grizzly bear wearing a frilly pink 
tutu, but Dexter tried not to think too hard about that part. 


He had showered, dressed, found a five-dollar bill in 
his pocket that he had forgotten all about, and headed to 
Good Burger. It was at this point that the day had started 
to turn against him. 


At work he couldn't shake the nagging image of the 
tutu-wearing grizzly bear from his dream. There was no 
more Ed's Sauce at Good Burger, which meant Mr. Baily 
was panicking. Which meant Dexter had to act fast. And of 
course he had to lie to a sweet little ten-year-old girl in 
order to get her bike so that he could pedal across town 


after his best friend. And it cost him the five-dollar bill. But 
that was just the beginning. 


Dexter arrived at the airport about twenty minutes 
after Ed. His whole body felt like Jell-O. That is, it felt like 
Jell-O would feel if Jell-O had just pedaled ten miles across 
town on a little pink bike that was about two feet too 
small, while chasing after a burger-shaped car. Dexter 
rushed into the airport, out of breath, every muscle in his 
body aching, just in time to see Ed, dressed as a 
stewardess, boarding a plane to Paris. 


It was a frightening sight. 


My day is not going well at all, thought Dexter. I could 
try and follow Ed, or I could go back to Good Burger and 
explain to Mr. Baily that I lost him. It was a tough decision. 


A half second later he was squeezing himself into a 
large dog cage, wiping away the paw prints of the cage's 
former occupant, a large dog who had never really wanted 
to fly to Paris and so happily had trampled Dexter in his 
mad dash for freedom. Dexter winced at the powerful dog 
odor that Rupert had left behind, as the cage was hoisted 
onto the plane and Dexter found himself on his way to 
France. 


Chapter 6 


Paris, the city of lights.!2! 


The wealthy old man stepped out of the airport into 
the cloudy Parisian afternoon. He had just gotten off a 
particularly bumpy flight and was happy to once again be 
on stable ground. One more factory to inspect was what 
ran through his mind over and over. One more factory, 
then he could return home to England, to his afternoon 
tea, to weekend cricket matches and to people who talked 
with an accent just as funny as his. He could hardly wait. 


“Mr. Hopper, sir,” came an odd, raspy voice at his side. 


Lawrence Hopper III turned to see a short, round- 
faced man looking up at him through large bug eyes. The 
stranger smiled an unpleasant smile, flashing a glimpse of 
his yellow teeth in the process. “My name is Morley, sir,” 
he continued. “Your nephew sent me to... collect you.” 


He said it with an evil sneer on his lips that 
immediately made the older man uncomfortable. 


“My nephew?” Hopper replied in his most cautious 
English accent. “What on earth is my nephew doing here 
in Paris?” 


“He is here to see you, sir.” It would have sounded 
polite coming from anyone else, but when Morley said it, it 
sent chills down the old man's spine. 


“You can go and tell my no-good nephew that I have 
business to conduct here. If he wishes to see me, he can 
call and make an appointment.” Hopper tried to sound 
confident, but a trace of fear still managed to creep into 
his wealthy old voice. 


“I'm afraid that you will have to tell him that yourself,” 
sneered Morley from between his razor-thin lips. Before 
Hopper could protest, Morley gave a quick nod to two 
surprisingly big, surprisingly well dressed thugs who 
grabbed Mr. Hopper by the shoulders and not so 
surprisingly forced him into a waiting car. Morley chuckled 
an evil little chuckle to himself. I do love my job, he 
thought as he hopped into the car and sped away. 





“Old dude? Has anyone seen a rich old dude? Hello, 
old dude, I've got your eighteen cents.” 


Ed stood in the middle of the airport, spinning in 
circles as he searched for his former, change-deprived 
customer. He was dressed, once again, in the trusty 
uniform of Good Burger, as he had recently discarded the 
uncomfortable stewardess disguise. French people 
whizzed by in a blur as Ed spun, getting dizzier and dizzier 
with each unnecessary rotation. Whooa, I'm getting dizzy. 
Why does the world keep spinning? I'm badly disoriented! 
were the thoughts that ran groggily through Ed's head, 
one after the other, before he finally toppled to the floor. 


Ed lay on the ground, head resting on the cold airport 
tiles. He stared up at the passing crowds as the world 
slowed to a halt around him. “Whoa, French people are 
tall!” he said from his low-angle vantage point, staring up 
at all the passing people. 


“Hey lady, nice shoes!” he shouted approvingly at a 
passing woman who had walked just close enough for Ed 
to know what he was talking about. 


“Merci,” she answered back over her shoulder. Ed 
wasn't quite sure what that meant, but he guessed that it 
had something to do with his minty fresh breath. Ed was 
having a lot of difficulty figuring these French people out. 


Another thing that Ed was having a lot of difficulty 
figuring out was what to do next. After all, he'd done all 
the normal, tried-and-true methods of tracking down a 
wealthy old man whom you've followed to Paris by stowing 
away on a plane disguised as a stewardess in order to 
return eighteen cents in change, but none of them seemed 
to work. The tried-and-true methods being, of course, 
yelling at random passersby and spinning in circles until 
you collapsed on the ground in a heap. Now he was fresh 
out of ideas. He wandered the airport aimlessly, scanning 
the crowds for a familiar old face and not finding one. 
Finally, he just sat down for a much deserved rest. 


Unfortunately, Ed's much deserved rest wasn't going 
to start just yet. That's because Ed happened to sit down 
on the baggage carrier, that serpentine conveyer belt that 
winds passengers' luggage around the baggage pick-up 
area. Ed was immediately whisked away. 


“Whoa! The floor's moving! Help, the floor has gone 
crazy and is carrying me away. Me and a bunch of 
luggage!” Ed shouted, startled by his sudden motion. Then 
he realized he was having fun and quieted down. Ed was 
seated on the baggage belt between a very nice leather 
carrying case and a very big, very smelly dog cage. 
Suddenly, the dog spoke. 


“Ed, Ed is that you?” came the voice from the cage. 


“Whoa, talking dog! Did anyone hear that? This dog 
can talk!” He pressed his face up against the grating on 
the back of the cage, which faced him. “Hello talking dog, 
my name is Ed.” 


“Man, I'm not a dog,” came the strangely familiar 
voice. Ed wondered why the voice sounded so familiar, 
since he'd never met a talking dog before. At least, not 
that he could remember. 


“Look, just get me out of here. The cage door is stuck.” 
“T don't know if I should let you out. Do you bite?” 
“No, I don't bite. Look, it's me, Ed, it's Dexter.” 


“Oh, no,” Ed shrieked. “The dog ate Dexter. I'm sorry. 
Dexter. I wish I could have saved you.” He stood on the 
moving belt, trying to keep his balance while swaying back 
and forth. He put his hands out to the side for stability, like 
a surfer riding a big wave. “Everybody!” he addressed the 
crowd. “Nobody get close to that dog! It ate my friend 
Dexter and you could be next!” 


The crowd didn't seem terribly impressed. 


“Would you stop that? No dog ate me. I stowed away in 
this cage.” 


As Dexter tried to convince Ed that he hadn't been 
devoured by a hungry canine but had instead crammed 
into the dog cage all by himself, the conveyer belt carried 
the two of them through a swinging door and into the back 
room, away from the hubbub of the crowd. 


Minutes passed. Minutes that were mostly taken up 
with people staring intently at the chute that would carry 
their baggage down a spiral metal ramp and deposit it on 
the conveyer belt, proving once and for all that it had not 
wound up in a Turkish prison by accident. The bags 
eventually wound their way through a small, plastic door 
to the back, where they were hauled up a steep ramp only 
to emerge again and tumble back down the chute a few 
minutes later to have another go at it. 


Ed and Dexter tumbled down the spiral ramp amidst a 
pile of luggage. The empty cage rolled down after them, 
tumbling on top of the pile. The two boys pulled 
themselves out of the baggage heap and climbed off the 
moving platform. 


“Dexter, it's so good to see you. What are you doing in 
Paris?” The two friends made their way through the 
crowd. 


“What am Z doing in Paris? What am Z doing in Paris?” 
Dexter asked, an agitated tone creeping into his voice. 
“Oh, you know I always like to travel to Europe at this time 
of year, especially crammed in a doggy cage!” Finally he 
couldn't take it any more and burst out, “I was chasing 
you! What do you think I'm doing in Paris? Now what are 
you doing in Paris, Ed?” 


“Oh, I'm on a mission.” 


“A mission, huh?” Dexter was getting angrier by the 
second. It had been a long, cramped, smelly flight, and 
now he was ready to take it out on someone. Ed just 
happened to be that lucky someone, which was only fair 
since all of this really was his fault. “A mission? Well, 
mission's over, Captain Kirk. We're going home. Come on.” 
Dexter started to lead the way, but Ed didn't budge. Dexter 
turned, walked back to him, and repeated himself. “I'm 
serious!” Again Ed stayed put. “Man, what is with you?” 
Dexter finally asked. 


“Sorry buddy, but I'm on a mission. See, this old dude 
came into Good Burger but he forgot his change, he had a 
lot on his mind.” Ed went on to explain everything that had 
happened and what his mission was all about. When he 
finally finished, Dexter seemed properly impressed. 


“Eighteen cents? You chased a man in a limo to Paris 
to return eighteen cents?” Dexter was incredulous. He 


didn't know what to say. He took a deep breath, feeling his 
urge to take something out on somebody slowly fading. 


“Why don't you join my mission? You can help me find 
the old guy.” 


“Ed, I don't know...” 
“You said you wanted to see the world, didn't you?” 


Dexter looked up sharply and studied his friend's face. 
He hadn't thought that Ed had been paying attention the 
other night on Good Burger's roof when he'd told him that. 
Every now and then a flash of a real person burst through 
Ed's goofy facade. 


“Remember, you said that there was a whole world out 
there and you were afraid that you'd never see it. Well, 
there it is, right out there.” Ed motioned toward the exit, 
and beyond it Dexter could see the streets of a foreign 
country. A smile grew across his face as he reached a 
decision. 


A big decision. 
“All right Ed, count me in.” 


Ed jumped up into Dexter's arms. His nostrils flared 
wildly. “Uh... Dexter?” 


“Yeah?” 
“You smell like dog!” 





The Eiffel Tower jutted high above the city of Paris like 
a giant Erector set creation. Like most visitors to the 
Parisian landmark, Ed's reaction was one of awe. “Aw,” he 


exclaimed. “It's like a great big... tower. Dexter, how did 
you know that this was here?” 


Dexter looked at him skeptically. “Lucky guess?” 


The two of them boarded the elevator that ran up the 
middle of the tower, through the crisscrossing metal rails 
that formed its structure, and rode it to the observation 
deck at the top. 





Ed leaned out over the edge of the railing. From way 
up at the top of the tower, the city of Paris spread out 
below him like a miniature toy city. The tiny people went 
on about their tiny, French days hundreds of feet below, 
unaware of the lurking danger approaching their little 
town. The lurking danger that was... Edzilla! Edzilla, part 
monster, part Ed, the largest, most dangerous dude 
monster in all the world! 


“Beware little Paris dudes, for I am Edzilla, and I will 
stomp on your tiny little buildings.” Ed raised his foot 
threateningly into the air, poised above the minuscule 
town far below him. “What's that? You think that you can 
stop Edzilla? Ha-Ha! Fools! Now I will have to crush you!” 
Ed stomped his foot down onto the foolish townsfolk below 


“Ed! Why are you stomping your feet up and down?” 
asked Dexter, snapping Ed out of his monster fantasy. 


“Oh, I was pretending to be Edzilla. Want to try it? It's 
fun.” 


“Nah, that's all right, thanks though.” Dexter had 
decided that humoring Ed was the best course of action. 
“Maybe we oughta start looking for your guy,” he 
suggested. In Dexter's opinion, the quicker they started 
looking, the quicker this whole thing would be over. 


“Okay. Hey Dexter, what if he doesn't ever come 
here?” 


“Come on, Ed, don't you ever watch the movies? 
Everything in Paris happens near the Eiffel Tower.” 


“Oh! Maybe we should go there.” 


Dexter paused for a moment, just long enough to 
wonder if Ed had actually just said that. He had. “We are 
there.” He explained slowly. Very slowly. 


“Oh, I thought we were here.” 


“Here is there!” Dexter was trying to be calm, he was 
trying to be patient, and he was failing miserably on both 
counts. “Look, just start looking, all right?” 


“All right.” Ed leaned far out over the railing, the cool 
French wind whipping across his hair as he dangled out 
over the precipice. “Old dude? Wrinkly old dude, do you 
hear me? I'm up here!” Ed cupped his hand to his ear, 
straining to hear an answer. 


It's going to be a long day! Dexter thought, shaking his 
head in resignation. Then another thought occurred to 
him. 

“You know what? I have no idea what he looks like.” 


“Oh, well... uh, he's old and kind of wrinkled and... 
uh... old and...” Ed closed his eyes, forming a mental 
picture. 


Dexter nodded sarcastically. “That's great, Ed. So, I'm 
looking for an old guy with wrinkles who's kind of old, 
huh?” 


“Yeah, do you see him?” Ed had never really grasped 
the concept of sarcasm. 


“No, I don't see him! Every old guy has wrinkles. How 
am I supposed to recognize this particular old, wrinkled 


guy?” 
“He has gray hair,” Ed offered. 
“That doesn't help.” 


“Oh,” Ed thought for a moment. “Well, maybe this will 
help.” He picked up a scrap piece of paper that was lying 
on the grated metal floor of the observation deck, fished a 
pencil from the pocket of his Good Burger uniform, and 
began scribbling away. 


“What are you doing now?” Dexter wondered — a 
question that was answered a few minutes later when Ed 
stopped scribbling, paused, looked at what he had done, 
carefully erased a few specific lines, blew the eraser dust 
carefully off the paper, and showed it to Dexter. 


It was amazing. It might have been the most amazing 
thing Dexter had ever seen, and Dexter had seen some 
pretty amazing things in his young life. 

On the scrap piece of paper, sketched out in pencil, 


was an amazingly lifelike drawing of the old man. It looked 
exactly like him. It was a really good drawing. 


“Ed, I didn't know you could draw like that!” Dexter 
exclaimed, astonished, pointing at the paper. 


“Oh, no, I draw like this,” Ed said, demonstrating by 
drawing in the air with his pencil. 


“Nah, I mean your drawing is really good. It's so 
lifelike. I had no idea that you were, like, an artiste.” 


Ed also had no idea that he was an artiste or whether 
Dexter thought that was a good thing. In fact, Ed had no 
idea what that word meant. But, since it was coming from 


his friend, he decided to take it as a compliment. “Uh, 
thanks.” 


Dexter held the drawing up to the light. The wrinkles, 
the gray hair — it was all there in fine, penciled detail. It 
was so lifelike that Dexter thought he could almost detect 
an old-man smell coming from it. He sniffed the paper 
closer and realized that the smell was actually the remains 
of a hot dog that had once been wrapped in it. He 
shrugged; he had never realized how close old-person 
smell was to day-old hot dog smell. No matter, Dexter 
would be able to spot this man anywhere, just from seeing 
Ed's drawing. 


“How did you do this?” he asked. 


“Oh, it's easy. I just empty my head of everything and 
draw.” 


Dexter looked at him and nodded. For Ed that probably 
was easy. “All right! Let's find ourselves a wrinkly, old 
guy!” They both grabbed a tourist viewfinder and started 
looking down at the streets of Paris. Things, thought 
Dexter, are finally looking up. 





Things weren't exactly looking up back in Dullmont. In 
fact, things were looking down. Way down. 


“Twenty-five thousand dollars!” Mr. Baily's voice 
dripped with panic. His fingers clutched handfuls of his 
own hair as he stared at the sauce inspector in shock. 
“Twenty-five thousand dollars!” Something in his mind had 
obviously tried to spare him the agony and had, mercifully, 
shut down. 


Marcus Finkler didn't really smile, but he did seem to 
frown slightly less. “That's correct, Mr. Baily. If you can't 
produce Ed's Sauce to be inspected within five working 
days, then Good Burger will have to pay the penalty for 
misadvertising and withholding a sauce, cream, or other 
foodstuff from legal inspection.” His awful day had 
suddenly become so much better. Not only did he not have 
to inspect any sauce, since there was none to inspect, but 
he also got to hit Good Burger with a huge fine. This was 
the part of his job that he actually enjoyed. “And that fine 
IS —” 

“Twenty-five thousand dollars,” Mr. Baily finished for 
him. Then proceeded to pass out. 


Spatch looked down at his fallen leader, lines of worry 
etched into his large, grease-stained face, and he grunted. 


Chapter 7 


The cloudy Paris day had turned into a cloudy, drizzly, 
and cold Paris night. The odd thing about night in Paris is 
that it is almost as bright as daytime. Overhead, the sky 
was as dark as midnight, but on the streets it glowed like 
afternoon, flooded with light from the thousands of street 
lamps and houses, the dance clubs and pickle shops, the 
stores that specialized in selling French souvenirs to 
tourists, with their lighted displays of miniature Eiffel 
Towers, French bread refrigerator magnets, and pastel- 
colored T-shirts emblazoned with translations such as “I 
love French T-shirts.” 





“Hey, check out that tiny piece of bread.” Ed's face 
was pressed against the store window as he stared 
hungrily at the display inside. 


“That's not real bread, it's just a cheap magnet that 
looks like a tiny loaf of bread,” explained Dexter. 


“I'm hungry,” replied Ed. He stuck his tongue on the 
glass, straining for a taste of the fake bread behind it. 


“Ed, we're alone in Paris with no money, no place to 
stay, and it's freezing out!” said Dexter, plumes of cold air 
puffing from his mouth with every breath. “Look.” He 
pointed to the plumes. “I can see my breath. It's not warm. 
How can you think of food at a time like this?” 


“Oh, it's easy,” Ed explained. “You see, when my 
stomach is empty it sends a message via electrical current 


to the neurons in my brain which in turn relay said 
message to my cerebral cortex where...” 


“Never mind!” Dexter interrupted with frustration. 


It had been several hours since they were “asked” to 
leave the Eiffel Tower. “Asked” is really only the polite way 
of describing what had happened. A more accurate way to 
describe it would be “kicked out by security.” 


Apparently Ed didn't realize that objects would appear 
larger when looked at through a telescope. So when he 
saw people magnified through the lens, he naturally 
assumed that they were actually giants coming to destroy 
him and the tiny city below. And so, acting in the best 
interest of everyone present, he began shouting at the top 
of his lungs, “The giant people are coming! We're all 
doomed! Run for your lives, before we're all squashed!” 


Before the security guards knew what hit them, the 
panicked crowds quickly stampeded the exit. By the time 
anyone realized what had happened, some tourists had 
been stepped on, and several people who were terrified of 
crowded places were trapped in the back of a crowded 
elevator screaming about how much they were terrified of 
crowded places. 


And so, since security guards don't have much of a 
sense of humor about such things, Ed and Dexter were 
promptly removed with strict instructions never to return. 


They spent the next few hours roaming the streets of 
Paris, too cold to realize how beautiful the city was. They 
didn't notice as the lights of the city flickered to life in the 
Parisian dusk. They didn't notice as the rapidly darkening 
heavens reflected off the water of the Seine River as it 
wound its way through the city. What they did notice was 
the numbing cold and the odd smell of dog that still 
lingered on Dexter. 


As they wandered the foreign streets, cold and hungry 
and tired. Dexter began showing the old man's picture to 
everyone they passed. But no one had seen him. Dexter 
was scared. He watched as Ed stared into the tourist shop 
at the French bread magnet and wondered if he would 
ever see his home again. 





The mime stood in the center of the park. Her face was 
painted the standard mime shade of white. A small black 
mime tear had been penciled in just under her eye. There 
was no mistaking that she was, indeed, a mime. 


Mimes have had a long and troubled history ever since 
they set off to perform on street corners and parks and 
children's birthday parties to prove to the world that they 
were more than just silent clowns, they were artists. They 
failed miserably, and it didn't take long before mimes 
became the most used punch line in all the world. 


Today, mimes are far fewer in number. This particular 
mime on this particular night, in this particular park in 
Paris, was one of the last of her kind and, as mimes go, she 
was one of the best. When she pretended to be in an 
invisible box, you almost believed that she was. When she 
stood behind a park bench and pretended to walk down 
the stairs until she vanished from sight, you almost started 
to wonder if there really were stairs back there, and if so, 
where they led, and when she stood behind people and 
imitated their walk, right down to their facial expressions 
and body gestures, it was so good, so unflatteringly 
accurate that you would immediately become offended and 


chase her off to a different park in a different part of town 
where you almost never walked your dog. 


In her sixteen years of miming she had been run off to 
different parks in different parts of town hundreds of 
times. In fact, there weren't many parks left that she could 
still go to. But, even so, night after night, she painted her 
pretty face white and set out to perform. “That's what 
mimes do,” her father had always told her, before being 
thrown in jail for a particularly unflattering imitation of a 
particularly grouchy local police chief who was 
particularly sensitive about the way that he walked. 





“Have you seen this old man?” Ed asked, shoving the 
picture in front of the mime's painted face. 


She looked at the picture, put her finger to her 
forehead in a “thinking” gesture, then shook her head 
broadly from side to side in a “no, I've never seen the old 
gentleman before” sort of way. 


“Hey, you should get out in the sun more, you look a 
little pale,” said Ed, noticing her painted white 
complexion. 


Dexter pulled Ed aside. “No, Ed. She's not pale, she's a 
mime,” he explained quietly, knowing that at any moment 
she might break into an accurate and unflattering 
imitation of his walk. 


“She's a-yours?” 


“No, she's not a-mine, she's a mime. You know, they're 
kind of like clowns but without the red nose and big floppy 


shoes.” 


Ed was impressed. “Ohhh, cool,” he said, turning to 
the pretty young mime. “Do something mime-y.” 


She shrugged, stepped back a few feet, stretched, and 
began to mime. She started walking toward Ed, but 
stopped suddenly as if she'd run into something. She 
rubbed her nose sorely and looked around confused, then 
started forward again. Again she was stopped by some 
invisible barrier. She looked from side to side, she looked 
from back to front, she saw nothing. Tentatively, she put 
her hand out in front of her, where it stopped. There was 
definitely something there. She placed her other hand in 
midair right beside the first and began sliding them along 
the outline of the invisible wall. 


“Oh, no!” Ed shrieked. “She's trapped behind an 
invisible wall! Dexter, we have to help her!” 


“Man, there's no invisible wall, that's what mimes do. 
She's pretending.” Dexter tried to comfort his uncertain 
friend. 


Ed put his hand out in front of him, searching for the 
wall. It wasn't there. 


“Whoa.” he said, finally convinced. “You're good.” 


The mime bowed in gratitude. She placed both her 
hands on her heart and blew a kiss to Ed. Ed seemed to 
understand perfectly. “No, I'm not just being nice. I really 
mean it, you're good.” 


The mime made several complicated gestures with her 
hands, drew a happy smile over her face with her fingers, 
and spun in a circle. 


“That's just what I was gonna say!” Ed said. 


Dexter couldn't believe it. Ed couldn't carry on a 
conversation with anyone in the world without getting 


confused, but he could understand this mime perfectly, 
and she didn't even talk! As Ed and his new friend 
continued talking and not talking. Dexter wandered to the 
cobblestone-covered park entrance to think. He flashed 
the drawing of the old man in front of the few passersby 
that he encountered, but with no success. 


The street suddenly seemed deserted, and Dexter sat 
down on the cool bricks of the park, laying Ed's drawing 
down in front of him. He pulled his yoyo out of his pocket 
and bobbed it up and down a few times. “You know what?” 
he said to himself as he rolled the yo-yo up and down, “I 
worry too much. I've always wanted to see the world and 
here I am, but I'm not having any fun. I should be more 
like Ed.” He paused, thought about what he had just said, 
and added to himself, “except, you know, not quite so 
goofy.” He was feeling better already. Somehow everything 
would work out, he just knew it. 


“Excuse me.” 


Dexter hadn't seen the young couple walk up to him. 
He caught the yo-yo in his hand and looked up. 


“Did you draw that?” the man asked, gesturing at Ed's 
drawing. 


“No, my friend did.” Dexter pointed back to where Ed 
stood. 


The man leaned down to get a closer look at the 
drawing. “It's really good. Do you think your friend might 
draw a picture of my wife for me? It's our honeymoon and 
it would make a great souvenir. I'd be happy to pay him for 
his time.” 


Pay! Did he say pay? He did, Dexter was sure of it. Pay 
meant money and money meant food and food meant... not 
starving! Dexter wasted no time. “Of course he'll draw 
your wife. He would love to! How much will you pay?” 


The man thought about it, looked back at his pretty 
young wife, and said, “I don't know, how's twenty francs?” 





Ten minutes later, Ed handed the young groom his 
drawing. The man looked at it, amazed. It was great! It 
looked just like his wife. Just like he would always want to 
remember her. It captured the moment, beautifully. The 
man kissed his wife and dropped forty francs into Dexter's 
hand. 


“Hey, you overpaid, man. We only said twenty,” Dexter 
confessed. 


“I know, but this is worth it. It's great. Thank-you.” The 
man looked down at his drawing again, smiled, and shook 
his head, amazed. He looked back to his wife, took her 
hand in his, and the two of them walked off into the 
Parisian night. 


“Ed, you're amazing!” Dexter gushed. The mime 
nodded. 


“Oh, it wasn't all me,” Ed replied. “The mime gave me 
the paper.” 

The mime gave a bashful look, stared down at the 
ground, and kicked at the dirt shyly. 

“Don't be shy, mime, it's true,” Ed said kindly. 


“Ed, you've saved us. With forty francs, we can get 
something to eat!” Dexter was more than a little relieved 
that they weren't going to starve to death after all. 


Ed turned to his silent new friend. “Dexter and me are 
gonna go get something to eat. Wanna come?” She nodded 
enthusiastically and rubbed her belly. 


“Me too,” Ed agreed. “I'm so hungry I could eat... uh... 
food!” The three of them walked off into the Parisian night. 





Nearby, in the darkened corner of a darkened alley, 
just out of view of the three friends, a short, round-faced 
shadow emerged and strolled slowly over to the 
cobblestone park entrance. The shadow knelt down and 
picked up a wrinkled piece of paper that had been 
forgotten on the dank Parisian street. He smiled an evil 
yellow smile and looked down at the paper he clutched in 
his talon-like hands. It was a drawing of a very wealthy old 
man drawn by a fast-food employee. Morley folded the 
paper in two and stuffed it into his pocket. Mr Harry will 
surely want to see this, he thought as he ran his tongue 
across his evil, yellow teeth. 





“Whoaaaa!” exclaimed Ed. 
“This is unbelievable!” gasped Dexter. 
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said the mime. 


They stood in front of what at first glance appeared to 
be just another average fast-food restaurant, but upon 


closer inspection turned out to be the most average fast- 
food restaurant in all of France. Just under the large 
plastic burger that was perched near its roof was the 
welcoming neon sign that announced Le Good Burger to 
all of Paris. 


They were home. 


Chapter 8 


The hotel room wasn't too shabby. But then, it wasn't 
too nice, either. The best word to describe it was plain. It 
had two plain beds, where Ed and Dexter had slept. It had 
a plain TV on a plain stand, where Ed had watched reruns 
of Star Trek in French. There was a plain bathroom in the 
back, where Dexter was busy taking a plain shower. There 
was nothing remarkable about the room in any way. 
Nothing out of the ordinary. Nothing except for the shady, 
round-faced man standing in the middle of the room 
flanked by two not-so-ordinary-looking thugs. What was 
not-so-ordinary looking about the thugs was how much 
bigger and better dressed they were than ordinary thugs. 


Dexter stepped out of the shower smelling clean and 
doggy-free for the first time in twenty-four hours. He 
wrapped a towel around himself and tucked another one, 
turban-like, over his wet hair. He walked out of the 
bathroom, saw the three unwelcome guests standing in 
the middle of the room, emitted a quick, high-pitched 
shriek, and rushed back toward the bathroom thinking 
that if he tried this all one more time, maybe things would 
work out better. 


“Freeze!” Morley yelled. His lips were pulled back 
over his yellow teeth in an utterly disturbing sort of grin. 
Dexter froze in the doorway to the bathroom. 


Ed was still sleeping on the bed, unaware of what was 
going on around him. He seemed to be in the middle of 
some burger-related dream. It seemed that way because, 
as he tossed and turned, he kept muttering things like, 
“Oh, I would like fries with that,” and “Yes! I'd love to try 
your new flavor of shake.” It sounded like a really good 
dream. 


Morley gave an evil nod to the largest and meanest of 
the two thugs. He walked over to the side of Ed's bed, his 
thick muscular shoulder obscuring whatever neck he may 
have had. Then, in one swift, thug-like motion, he grabbed 
the side of the bed and lifted it high into the air, sending 
Ed tumbling to the floor. 


“Whoaaa!” Ed muttered groggily as his burger dream 
was brought to a sudden end by the hard, green-carpeted 
floor. 


“Stand up!” Morley commanded with an evil hiss. 


“Oh, hey dude,” Ed said nicely as he stood, brushing 
the wrinkles from his Good Burger uniform. “Are you the 
maid because I think we need some more towels, someone 
used both of ours already.” He gestured to Dexter's towel- 
covered body with a patronizing nod of his head. “And 
could you give us some more of those mints that were in 
the bathroom, too? I ate all the ones we had last night.” 


Dexter thought for a minute. Mints in the bathroom? 
What is Ed... oh man! “Ed, those weren't mints. They were 
little bars of soap. I can't believe you ate that! Nasty!” 


Ed hiccuped, and a small soap bubble popped out of 
his mouth and floated into the air. 


Morley poked his long, pointed fingernail into the soap 
bubble as it drifted by, and it exploded with a quiet pop. 
“Enough!” he snarled. “There will be no towels, you dim- 
witted little twerp!” 


Ed was stung by his sharp words. After all, he had 
feelings too. 


“You're mean, dude. I'm calling your manager.” Ed 
started for the phone. 


“Please don't upset them, Ed! I don't want to be 
thugged!” Dexter started blubbering hysterically. 


“Freeze!” ordered Morley again. The two thugs 
stepped threateningly between Ed and the phone as 
Dexter quickly quieted down. 


“Now, get your hands in the air!” Morley ordered. 
Dexter's hands quickly shot up into the air. Ed's hands 
quickly didn't. 


Morley slowly walked over and put his face right in 
front of Ed's. Ed could feel his warm, mean breath as the 
short henchman breathed slowly and angrily into his face, 
meeting his eyes with a look of pure evil. 


“Whooa, you should brush your teeth, they're all 
yellow,” Ed commented, a little grossed out at the state of 
Morley's dental care. 


“I said get your hands in the air.” 


The two thugs watched the conversation intently, 
waiting for their cue to pound someone. It was what they 
lived for. 


“Sorry, dude. Can't do it.” Ed grinned happily. 
“Why not?” 


“Because you told me to freeze. Duh! I can't freeze and 
put my hands in the air at the same time, because then I 
wouldn't be frozen!” 


Dexter tried to motion for Ed to shut up. He waved his 
arms hysterically in the air while mouthing shhhhhhh at 
his confused friend. None of it helped. 


“If you want me to put my hands in the air,” Ed 
continued, “first you have to tell me to unfreeze. You know, 
you're really bad at this game.” 


“Very well.” Morley was seething now. He hated 
games, all kinds of games. At this moment, the only thing 
that he hated more than games was Ed. “Unfreeze.” He 
was unable to keep the disgust out of his voice. 


Ed unfroze and began bobbing his head from side to 
side cheerfully. “See, now you're getting the hang of it.” 


“Now —” Morley began. 


“Tag! You're it!” Ed smacked Morley's chest, sending 
him reeling backward. Ed quickly leaped to the bed, 
bounced off, and landed on the other side. “You're it! 
You're it!” he taunted from across the room. 


“I'm not with him, really,” whimpered Dexter to 
whoever was listening. 


No one was. 


That was it. Morley was through playing games. He 
turned to the two large thugs and gave them the signal 
they had been waiting for: “Pound him!” he barked, 
slapping the nearer of the thugs on the back for effect. 


“Whoa, he got you, big dude,” Ed yelled to the thug. 
“Now, you're it!” 


The two thugs rushed at Ed as quick as their large 
thug legs would carry them. Their plan was the usual one. 
One of them would grab Ed and squeeze him as hard and 
as mean as he could, while his partner knocked him on the 
head a few times. Every now and then they would switch 
roles just to keep the job fresh. After all, all squeezing and 
no pounding makes thugs a little grumpy. 


That was the plan. 


Unfortunately for them, Ed had a plan of his own. As 
the thug reached out with his beefy thug arms, Ed 
dropped to the ground and scrambled between his legs. 
Both thugs looked back at Ed with a confused “Hey, what 
are you doing behind us?” kind of look, then suddenly 
realized that they forgot to stop running and proceeded to 
smash face-first into the wall. It was a very big crash. After 


all, they were very big thugs. They were also very, very 
stupid. 


“Wheeee!” said Ed gleefully as he quickly darted over 
to his friend. “Come on. Dexter, don't you want to play?” 


“Ohhhh,” Dexter squealed. “Why must you torment the 
thugs? Why?” 


“Because it's fun!” 


The thugs shook the daze out of their heads. Hitting 
that wall had hurt. Thankfully they were too dumb to 
realize it. They brushed the wall plaster off their clothes 
and turned around to glare at Ed through their deep-set 
thug eyes. Now they were really gonna pound him. They 
might even throw in a body slam just for fun. They growled 
and lumbered slowly toward Ed. They weren't gonna make 
the same mistake twice. 


Ed looked at the two menacing thugs approaching 
him. He looked at his weeping, towel-clad friend and 
smiled. “Rat tail!” he shouted and yanked the towel off of 
Dexter's head. He stretched it out lengthwise and, 
gripping both ends, spun it into a long, spiral-shaped whip. 
As the thugs got closer, Ed lashed out with his towel- 
weapon, jerking it back with a snap of his wrist. Crack! 
The towel smacked the larger thug on the bare flesh of his 
arm. He stopped lumbering. 


“Owwwww!” he said slowly, looking down at the large 
red welt forming on his arm. “That really hurt.” 


His thug partner looked at his wounded comrade. Ed 
seized the opportunity and snapped him in the rear with 
his rat tail. Another loud crack echoed off the plain walls 
of the hotel room, and the second thug jumped into the air 
in surprise and pain. He rubbed his backside with both 
hands. 


“No fair!” he sniffled. 


Ed looked concerned, and he lowered the towel to his 
side. He hadn't meant to hurt anyone. To him it was all just 
a game. “I'm sorry, dude. I didn't mean to hurt you.” 


This was all the opening that Morley needed. His 
goons had failed, and now it was up to him. Luckily, he felt 
up to the challenge. As Ed stepped forward, Morley 
grabbed a plain-looking lamp off a plain-looking table and 
smashed it down on top of Ed's plain-looking head. 


“Welcome to goody goo goo gahhhhhhhhh...” Ed said, 
then spun and crashed to the floor, unconscious. 





The train sped its way through the French countryside 
on its way toward the German border. Outside the train 
French trees and French hills and French towns swept 
past in a quick French blur. 


Inside the train a dull, white blur was assaulting Ed's 
eyes as they slowly fluttered open. He blinked a few times. 
That was a little better. Now instead of a dull white blur he 
saw a bright white blur. France really makes my head 
hurt! he thought wearily as he put his hands to his 
throbbing temples and rubbed them gently. Slowly the 
world swam back into focus. The bright white blur cleared 
a little, until it finally resolved into the solid blur of the 
passing French countryside. 


The door burst open, and one of the large thugs 
roughly shoved Dexter into the room. He landed on the 
floor with a thud. 


“Hey, thug dude,” Ed greeted him, then added a 
concerned, “how's your backside?” 


The thug grumbled at him and slammed the door. 


“Guess it still hurts,” he said to Dexter, who was laying 
sprawled out on the floor where he landed. 


“I guess so!” Dexter pulled himself to his feet. He 
didn't sound happy. That's probably because he wasn't 
happy. In the last two days he had traveled across the 
ocean crammed in a doggy cage, been kicked off the Eiffel 
Tower, and was now kidnapped. Clearly, things could be 
going better. And what was the reason for all his troubles? 
What was the cause of all the bad things that had 
happened? Ed! If it weren't for Ed he would be home right 
now instead of halfway across the world on some crazy 
adventure! Hey, wait a minute — 


“Hey, Ed,” he said. “Whatever happens, you know, I 
just want to say thanks.” 


Ed wasn't quite sure what he was being thanked for, 
and he said so. 


“For giving me the chance to see the world...” he 
paused, then added, “with my best friend.” 


“No problem, dude!” Ed grinned. 


Dexter clapped his hands together loudly. The moment 
was Over; now it was time to come up with a plan. 


Unfortunately Morley chose exactly that moment to 
burst through the door. 


He slowly slithered into the room, backing Dexter up 
as he approached. 


“Going somewhere?” Morley asked. 


“Nah, see,” Dexter lied, “we just thought that the door 
handle was squeaking a little, see, so you know, I just 


thought I'd...” 


Morley cut him off. “It's time to start talking. Tell me,” 
he said as an evil glint flashed in his cold eyes, 
“everything.” 





At the same time in another, far colder section of the 
train, several workmen were wheeling several barrels full 
of raw fish into a large, walk-in freezer. The fish were 
being used as part of a special promotion designed to get 
more people to travel by train. In the promotion, anyone 
who bought a train ticket to any location would get a free 
fish. Their slogan was, Sure flying is faster, but ride with 
us and get a free fish! Needless to say, the promotion 
wasn't doing terribly well, and the train company ended up 
with a lot of extra fish. 


The workmen pushed the wooden barrels of fish over 
to the corner, stacked them next to all the other barrels of 
fish, and headed off to someplace warmer. The freezer was 
quiet. Ice was quietly forming on the walls. Hundreds of 
raw fish were quietly resting inside dozens of quiet 
barrels. Then one of the barrels rattled. It creaked. It 
rocked slowly back and forth. The lid popped off, and a 
head poked up out of the barrel. A very white face peered 
over the rim. A salmon perched quietly on top of the 
mime's head as she pulled herself out of the barrel and 
stood, shivering, on the cold floor of the freezer. She blew 
into her cold hands and jumped up and down, raw fish 
tumbling from her clothes as she tried to warm up. 


She was having a very strange day. 





It's a little-known fact that mimes prefer to sleep 
underneath beds instead of on top of them, and luckily 
that's just where this mime was earlier that morning when 
an evil, round-faced man and two very large but 
surprisingly well dressed thugs burst into her hotel room, 
where she had let Ed and Dexter crash the night before. 
She managed to stay quiet until the thugs left, dragging an 
unconscious Ed and a weeping Dexter out with them. 


There was only one thing for a mime to do. She had to 
rescue her friends! And she knew exactly where she had to 
[3] 
go.'2 





“Whooaaa, dude, you're all upside down!” Ed said to 
Morley, wondering how the evil man managed to stand 
with his feet on the ceiling and his head dangling in midair 
like he was. Even stranger than that was the fact that 
when eighteen cents in change dropped from Ed's pocket, 
it fell straight up past his face and landed at Morley's feet. 
If Ed had known anything about the laws of nature, he 
would have realized that such things were, of course, 
impossible. 


Unfortunately for Ed, the laws of nature didn't prevent 
large thugs from holding him upside down by his feet so 
that the world appeared to be turned around. This was too 


bad, really, because that's exactly what the large thugs 
were doing. Dexter hung upside down next to him, shaking 
up and down in the thugs' tight grip. A handful of money 
dropped from his pockets and drifted to the floor followed 
by a yo-yo, which hit the ground with a soft thud. 


The thugs gave them one last quick shake to make 
sure that there was nothing else in their pockets, then let 
them go. They crashed head first to the floor. Dexter 
rubbed his sore head, trying to make the pain go away. Ed 
jumped excitedly to his feet. 


“Do it again! Do it again!” he shouted. 


“No!” shouted Morley. “You can not do it again!” He 
was angry. The more fun Ed had, the angrier Morley got. 
After all, this was not supposed to be fun. This was 
interrogation. The least the American boy could do would 
be to cower in fear a little. At this point he would even 
settle for a little begging for mercy. But to enjoy himself? 
That was just downright insensitive. Morley had gone to a 
lot of trouble to create new and elaborate methods of 
torture that no one had ever tried before, and he deserved 
a victim who would respond correctly. 


Ed was not that victim. 

“But it's fun!” 

“Man, not my yo-yo!” Dexter complained as the thugs 
scooped up all the loot they had shaken from the boys' 
pockets. 

“Hey, you can't take that eighteen cents either,” said 
Ed. “It's not mine!” 

Morley was getting fed up. He wanted answers, and he 
wanted them now. He pulled Ed's drawing out of his 


pocket and slowly unfolded it. “Why are you looking for 
this man?” he demanded, shoving the drawing in Ed's face. 


yw 
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“Hey, that's your drawing, Ed 
Dexter. 


exclaimed a surprised 


“Really?” Ed peered at the paper, squinting his eyes in 
confusion. “It doesn't look like me!” 


“No, Ed! You drew it, remember? It's —” He didn't get 
the chance to finish before the thug clamped his hand over 
Dexter's mouth. 


“Answer the question!” Morley hissed at Ed. “How do 
you know this old man?” 


Ed bobbed his head cheerfully from side to side. “Oh, I 
knew he was old because of all the wrinkles.” 


This wasn't exactly the answer Morley was looking for. 
Maybe he was getting too old for this. Maybe he had lost 
his touch for torture. Maybe he wasn't as patient as he 
used to be. All he knew was that this kid was driving him 
out of his mind. 


“Quiet! Please, just be quiet!” he screamed. He had 
never been so frustrated in all his henchman years. “No 
one say a word!” he warned. 


“Oh, okay. Let's see who can stay quiet the longest.” 
Ed took a deep breath and held it. He loved this game. 


“This is not a game!” 


“You lose! You lose! Whoooaaa! Hey, let's play again!” 
Ed leaped up and down gleefully. He was having so much 
fun. “Europeans are cool.” 


That was it. Morley had taken all an evil henchman 
could take. Something deep inside his depraved little mind 
snapped, and he lunged across the train car, grabbed Ed 
around the neck, and shook him. 


This wasn't the first time someone had tried to 
strangle Ed, and he reacted in his usual, goofy manner. 
“Whooaaooooauhhhhhhaaahhhhhouuuggggoooo!” he said 


as he rocked back and forth under Morley's tightening 
grip. 

“Ahhhh, man!” Dexter moaned to himself, knowing just 
what he had to do. After all, he could hardly watch his best 
friend get strangled in front of him. 


He yelled his most fierce battle cry. Unfortunately he 
was so scared that it actually came out as more of a fierce 
battle squeak. But still, it was better than nothing. He 
dove across the room, crashed into Morley, and tackled 
him to the ground. The two thugs responded quickly, 
diving across the room on top of Dexter, who had landed 
on top of Morley. 


Ed glanced down at the pile of goons and henchman 
and Dexter. He grinned a big, goofy grin. “Pile up!” he 
yelled, and leaped, gleefully, on top of the pile. 





The old man sat alone in a small locked room in the 
very back of the speeding train. He had been alone a lot 
lately, ever since being kidnapped by his no-good nephew. 
Well, maybe even longer than that, he thought. It's funny 
how you can seem to have everything in the world, he 
thought, but in achieving all that, I somehow forgot to 
make time for friends. The more he thought about it, the 
more he realized that he had been alone for a long, long 
time. 


The door yanked open, slamming loudly into the wall 
behind it. Lawrence Hopper III jerked his head up just in 
time to see two young fast-food employees come crashing 
to the floor at his feet with a loud “Ommmffff” The door 


slammed quickly shut behind them. The old man stared at 
the two young people that were now sharing his cell. Wait 
a minute, he thought, then stood up and walked over to 
where the two boys lay in a tangled heap on the floor. He 
looked down, craning his neck to get a better view. There 
was something familiar about one of them. Something that 
he recognized. Those eyes, that grin, that blue-and-white 
striped uniform. 


“Welcome to Good Burger, home of the Good Burger, 
can I take your order?” Ed said groggily to Mr. Hopper as 
he peered out from underneath Dexter's legs. 


“You're that young fast-food employee that I met back 
in the States,” Lawrence said. He was so surprised by the 
coincidence that he almost thought he must be wrong. 
This couldn't be the same young man. Could it? 


“Uh, yeah.” 


“I don't mean to be impolite,” Hopper said politely, 
“but what are you doing here?” 


Dexter shoved Ed off of him and pulled himself to his 
feet. He clutched at old man Hopper's lapels, anxiously. 
His voice rose into a high and frightened octave. “We were 
kidnapped! By some short guy and a couple of huge 
thugs!” 


“Oh, yeah,” Ed said, remembering. “They were nice.” 


“No, Ed, they weren't nice!” Dexter corrected him. 
“Ohhhh, this is the worst day of my life!” He slumped 
against the wall and slid down to the floor in a puddle of 
negativity. “What have I done to deserve this? I've been 
good. Well, you know, mostly good. Not bad at least, I 
definitely have not been bad. I don't deserve to end up like 
this, man!” 

“It's not you that they want,” Hopper explained. “It's 
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me. 


Dexter glanced up from his babbling. “What? You 
know these guys?” 


“Yes, they work for my nephew.” 


“No offense, but your nephew must be a jerk!” Dexter 
muttered. 


“Yes, he is,” Hopper agreed. “It seems that he found 
out that I changed my will, leaving him nothing.” 


“Good for you. That'll show him.” 


“Well, actually, that's why he's kidnapped me. He 
hopes to force me into changing my will again, so that he 
will get everything I own.” 


Ed didn't grasp the entire plot. “Oh, he must want us 
to leave him everything that we own too. Like my toenail 
collection and my hair care products and... even my bug 
farm!” That was just too much for Ed to take. “No, not my 
bug farm. Noooooo0000000000000000!” He threw his head 
back and screamed. 





Ed's scream echoed off the walls of the room, bounced 
out into the hall, shot off the back of the train, and 
lingered for exactly twenty-five nanoseconds in the 
peaceful French countryside as the train sped rapidly 
away. Several French cows looked around, confused, then 
did whatever cows do in place of shrugging and went right 
back to chewing their cud. 





Morley felt the train slowing to a halt. We must be at 
the German border. He paused, a slight fear tugging at his 
gut. If the Germans inspected the train too closely, they 
might discover his “guests,” locked away in the back. That 
would not be good. His boss, Harry Hopper, would not like 
that at all. He realized that he was holding his breath, 
exhaled sharply, and tried to breathe normally. Soon, he 
thought, soon this will all be over and I will be rich. 


The train rocked slowly as it pulled away from the 
border. They were now officially in Germany. Morley 
relaxed a little. Everything was going just as he had 
planned. He smiled an evil yellow smile to himself and 
rubbed his hands together. “I'm going to be rich!” he said 
under his breath and then, because it made him so happy, 
he said it louder, “I'm going to be rich!” 





The baggage car sat silently at the very end of the 
train. Luggage was piled high against both walls and most 
of the floor. The whole room was quiet save for the 
rhythmic “clackity clack” of the train against the rails. 


The silence was broken as the small door that led into 
the baggage car flew open, and two boys and an obviously 
wealthy old man came stumbling in, followed by a couple 
of goons and a short henchman. 


“Hey, watch it, dude!” Ed said. “It's crowded in here.” 


“You're just lucky that there's two of you or I'd be 
kicking some serious thug meat!” Dexter threatened, then 
ducked quickly behind the old man as the large thug 
growled in his direction. 


“You realize that you won't get away with this,” 
Hopper said sternly. “As soon as we leave this train the 
police will spot us and your twisted little game will be 
over.” 


Morley paused, his bug eyes glaring evilly at the old 
man. “You're absolutely right.” 


“He is?” Ed and Dexter said together. 


“Yes... except for one little thing.” Morley was enjoying 
this. He loved showing people how clever he was. “No one 
is going to see you leave this train. Boys!” he yelled to his 
two goons. They stepped across the baggage car to a large 
crate marked Fragile and pounded on its top. The crate 
door fell open. Dexter, Ed, and Hopper stared into the 
large, empty space. It was a very big crate. Big enough to 
probably fit several people inside. 


Uh-oh! 


“No one will see you leave the train because you will 
all be inside this crate.” He chuckled to himself before 
turning to his goons to bark, “Gag them!” 


The thugs pulled white gags from their pockets and 
stepped threateningly toward their prisoners, shoving the 
cloth gags — 


WHAP! 

Something hit the smaller thug. 
Something cold. 

Something wet. 


Something... fishy? 


The thug dropped his gag and rubbed his head in 
confusion. 


WHAP! He was hit again, right in the ribs. His partner 
glanced over at him, concerned, and... WHAP! He was 
knocked across the face by a cold, scaly object. He looked 
down at the ground where the object had fallen. 


“Fish!” he screamed. He was deathly afraid of fish.!#! 
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 


Four more fish hurled through the air, smashing into 
the thugs with wet, scaly slaps. The thugs were hurt and 
scared. They fell to the floor whimpering in fear as they 
covered their thick heads with their hands. Quickly they 
scooted on their hands and knees toward the nearest door, 
desperate to escape the great fish onslaught. 


What is going on? What's happening to my plan? 
Morley looked around in confusion. His thugs had left? 
How had everything started to go so wro—! WHAP! A cold 
salmon smacked into his head, leaving a wet, sticky trail of 
goo on his cheek. Another fish flew toward him, and he 
stumbled back out of the way to avoid it. He saw 
something. There was someone hiding behind a large pile 
of suitcases stacked up in the corner of the car. Someone 
with a handful of fish. Someone with a pale white face. 
Someone who looked a lot like a... 


“Mime!” Ed spotted her too. “Mime, it's me... Ed!” He 
shouted, hoping she remembered him after all this time. 


The mime grabbed another slimy handful of fish and 
let them fly. Morley threw himself to the side. He hit the 
ground, curled up, and rolled hastily behind another pile 
of baggage for shelter. His bug eyes bulged out angrily as 
he glared at the mime. He was not going to let some silent 
street performer get the best of him. On the floor near his 


feet, a large trout lay where it had fallen. He quickly 
reached out, grabbed the scaly fish by the tail, and leaped 
to his feet, holding it like a sword in front of him. He 
batted a salmon out of the way, stepped to the side as a 
halibut missed completely, and expertly swiped two flying 
codfish to the ground with precise swipes of his fish- 
weapon. 


Dexter and Mr. Hopper dove for cover from the flying 
volley of raw seafood. Ed didn't. He stood in the center of 
the car as fish splatted to his right and left, some whizzing 
close to his head, and watched. 


“Whoa, flying fish!” he exclaimed. 
“Ed, look out!” Dexter shouted. 


Ed heard his friend's warning and spun in a stumbling 
turn to face Morley, who was creeping slowly toward him, 
fish raised high into the air. Ed was unarmed. 


“Mime!” bellowed Ed. “Fish me!” 


The mime sprung into action, grabbing the biggest and 
best fish she could find, a nice fat bass. She arched back 
and hurled it with all her strength. The bass spun through 
the air, tumbling head over tail almost in slow motion, then 
stopped spinning and dropped, perfectly, into Ed's 
outstretched hands. Morley swung his trout in a wide arc 
over his head and brought it crashing down on Ed. The 
trout smacked into Ed's bass with a sticky wet thud. The 
blow had been blocked. 


Ed held his bass out in front of him, head first, and 
circled around Morley. They looked like two pirates 
preparing for their final duel, except that pirates rarely 
fought with fish. 


“Dexter!” Ed shouted, never taking his eyes off his 
circling opponent. “Get the old dude to safety. I'll hold off 
the bad guy!” 


Dexter started to protest, but Ed cut him off. “Do it, 
Dexter. It's our mission.” Dexter set his jaw with 
determination and turned to his older companion. “Come 
on, mister, let's get out of here!” 


Morley lunged forward, poking his fish at Ed's belly, 
but Ed moved quickly, bringing his own _ fish-sword 
sweeping down, knocking the trout aside. They circled 
each other like boxers, waiting for an opening, a 
weakness. But whenever one would make a quick, decisive 
fish lunge, it was always met with a defensive fish block. 
The fish-fight raged on in a flurry of fish swings and fish 
stabs and smelly fish parries, neither fighter gaining an 
advantage, neither fighter giving an inch. 


And then, it all turned bad. 


Ed swung his fish high, sweeping it in a fishy slant 
toward Morley's round head. It was too high; he was left 
wide open, and he knew it. Morley knew it, too, and took 
advantage of the opening. He swung under Ed's defenses 
and connected with a wet fishy whap on Ed's belly. Ed 
doubled over as his breath exploded from his mouth. That 
trout had hurt! He didn't have time to recover before 
Morley moved in with another blow. He swung his deadly 
trout upward into Ed's hands. Ed's fish flew out of his 
grasp, spun through the air, and landed out of reach on top 
of the large crate. Ed was defenseless. 


“Whoaa, I'm defenseless,” he noted accurately. 


Morley laughed, a horrible hacking laugh, raised his 
fish, and... suddenly a crate crashed down on his thick, 
melon-shaped head! His evil eyes rolled up into his eyelids 
as the container cracked open, spilling more fish in a 
smelly pile over his head as he fell to the floor. 


The mime looked down at the fallen bad guy, resting 
amidst a heap of raw tuna, halibut, and whitefish. She 


drew her hand across her forehead, wiping her brow. 


“Thanks, mime. You're the best.” Ed paused. “And 
you're cute, too.” 


The mime leaned over and kissed Ed right on the lips, 
a quick, affectionate peck. 


Ed wobbled a little on his feet. His stomach leaped up, 
grabbed his heart, and did a quick little dance. “Whoooaa, 
I feel all dizzy inside. Like when I sit in the milk shake 
Jacuzzi at work.” 


She smiled. She knew exactly how he felt, except for 
the milk shake Jacuzzi part. She traced a heart in the air 
with her delicate little fingers. 


“You're right,” said Ed as he stared at her with a goofy, 
love-struck grin. “It must be heart.” 


Chapter 9 


Good Burger was empty. Not a customer in sight. Ever 
since word got out that there was no more Ed's Sauce, 
people just started going to better places to eat. The 
situation was desperate. Four days left to produce Ed's 
Sauce for inspection, or the whole burger joint would get 
shut down. But that hardly mattered anymore. They would 
get shut down anyway if they failed to pay the twenty-five- 
thousand-dollar fine that had been leveled at them by a 
disgruntled sauce inspector. And with no customers 
coming in, there was no way they were going to raise that 
kind of money. 


The entire Good Burger team sat in a circle in the 
middle of the deserted restaurant, gathered for an 
emergency burger meeting. Mr. Baily looked more 
panicked than usual. Fizz just stared blankly at the empty 
drive-through window, and Spatch cradled his beloved 
spatula to his grease-stained chest for comfort. 


Mr. Baily started the meeting off. “Good Burger 
people! We need to come up with twenty-five thousand 
dollars and fast. Who has an idea?” He stared expectantly 
at his employees. His employees stared expectantly at 
each other. No one said a word. Mr. Baily clutched his 
aching gut and moaned, “Ohhhhh, where could they be?” 





The small town of Achoo hadn't changed much in the 
last twenty years. In fact, it hadn't changed a whole lot 


since it was first accidentally discovered. 


The thirteenth-century explorer, Gunther Von Braun 
had been trying to lead an expedition to the mountains of 
Switzerland for some good thirteenth-century skiing, but 
he developed a terrible foot cramp on the way, gave up, 
and decided just to stay put. 


In order to convince the others to stay, Gunther 
decided that he had to come up with a name for their 
town. A name that would make people proud to call this 
little town their home and forget about skiing altogether. 
He called all the people together for a town meeting, 
limped slowly and dramatically on his cramped foot to the 
front of the assembled team, cleared his throat, and 
proudly... sneezed. Not just one sneeze, but a volley of 
sneezes. Loud, echoing sneezes that continued for a full 
four minutes. Before he could stop his unfortunately timed 
allergy attack and explain what had happened, the 
townspeople had already dubbed the town Achoo and gone 
off to celebrate. 





Harry Hopper knew nothing about the history of 
Achoo, and, quite frankly, he didn't care. Oh, he cared 
about some things, like himself and... well, himself, but 
that was about it. He stood on the platform of Achoo's 
small, quaint train station and waited, running his plan 
over and over again in his devious little mind while 
running a thin hand through his thinning hair. It was a 
great plan! A dastardly plan. He would just forge his 
uncle's name to whatever will he chose to write. It didn't 
even matter if he could convince his uncle to sign it. After 


all, no one would question the new will if his uncle wasn't 
around to protest. And his uncle wouldn't be around to 
protest — he would see to that. Now all he needed was a 
couple of suckers to take the fall for the kidnapping. 


Just at that moment, the two suckers in question, 
along with a wealthy old man and a pretty mime, were 
busy leaping to the pebble-covered tracks from the back of 
the train as it slowed to a halt in front of Achoo's quaint, 
wooden station. The four of them darted behind the 
slowing train, keeping it between themselves and the 
station. 


Dexter looked around. It looked foreign. He inhaled 
sharply. It smelled foreign. “Where are we?” 


“Achoo,” Lawrence answered. 
“Gesundheit,” said Ed. 


“No, no, you don't understand. Achoo is a town in 
Germany,” he explained in his patient, English way. 


“Ohhhh! Gesundheit, again!” 
“I believe you're confused...” Hopper patiently tried 
again. 


“You got that right,” Dexter agreed. “Look, trust me, 
we don't have time to explain it to Ed. Let's just get out of 
here, all right?” 





Harry Hopper looked at his watch, realized that he 
wasn't wearing one, and made a mental note to steal one 
before the day was over. He paced back and forth on the 
creaking wooden platform that ran the length of the 


station. What was taking so long? He had been waiting for 
a good ten minutes for Morley and his two goons to unload 
a large crate. A large crate that contained three very 
important items: his wealthy old uncle, who by now had 
been reported missing all over the world, and two innocent 
Americans, who would take the blame for the 
disappearance. 


Finally, Harry thought as he spotted his short 
henchman running frantically from the train. 


“They've escaped! They've escaped!” Morley screamed 
at the top of his evil lungs as he raced toward his thin and 
balding boss, Harry Hopper. A tuna fell from his pants leg 
and landed on the ground at his feet. He stepped on the 
wet, slimy fish with a squish, crashed to the ground as his 
legs shot out from under him, and slid across the wooden 
platform, coming to a screeching halt at his boss's feet. 
“Owwww, I think I got a splinter in my liver,” he groaned. 


Apparently Harry Hopper wasn't too concerned about 
Morley's injured liver. He reached down, grabbed his short 
henchman by the collar, and yanked him roughly to his 
feet. “They've escaped?” he hissed angrily. “Is that what 
you said? They've escaped?” His face twisted up into an 
angry scowl. 





“That's him!” Lawrence Hopper III peered through the 
gap between two train cars. His lined old face was set ina 
determined grimace. The mime stopped next to him and 
looked. She shrugged her shoulders as if to say, “Who?” 


“My nephew, Harry Hopper.” 


“Hey, he has the same last name as you!” Ed pointed 
out. 


Dexter tried to hurry them along. “That's great. Can 
we go now?” 


“Ohhh, are we going to the Museum of Ham?” Ed 
pointed to a sign in the station window, clearly excited by 
the prospect of seeing the largest collection of Ham art in 
the known world. As the sign said, it was truly a sight to 
behold. 


“I know where we can go.” It was Lawrence who spoke 
up. He had that glint in his eye, the one he always got 
when he had a plan. “I own a castle very close to here, 
Castle Fluhgendorf. If we can make it there, we can get 
help!” 


Ed laughed, then tried it out. “Fluggernuffer... Flu- 
fendorgen.” He stuck his tongue out of his mouth and 
began scratching it. “Eeewww, that makes my tongue 
itch.” 


Mr. Hopper's eyes widened and a sharp “Uh-oh!” 
escaped his lips. The “Uh-oh” was not in reference to Ed's 
tongue. It was in reference to what he had just seen 
through the gap in the train cars. And what he had just 
seen was his nephew, Harry Hopper... staring straight at 
him. 





“There they are!” Harry screamed right in Morley's 
ear. Morley's head vibrated back and forth from the ear- 
piercing noise. He put his hands to his head, stopped it 


from shaking, then turned and followed his boss's finger 
just in time to see the four fugitives racing out of sight 
behind the train. 


“Get them!” Harry screamed again in his ear, even 
louder this time. 


“I think you've ruptured my eardrum!” groaned 
Morley, grasping his ears in pain. Then Harry was behind 
him, pushing him off in hot pursuit. 





Dexter, Hopper, Ed, and the mime raced along the 
edge of the tracks, pebbles flying madly from under their 
heels as they desperately searched for a way to escape. 
Dexter's eyes darted back and forth hoping to spot 
something, anything. Wait a minute! 


A horse and buggy sat unattended just off to the side 
of the tracks. A bright red rope hung from around the 
horse's neck and was tied to a nearby tree. Dexter quickly 
snatched the rope, untied it, and leaped dramatically into 
the driver's seat of the buggy. 


n 
! 


“Come on, everybody, get in!” he shouted as he 


grabbed the reins. 
The mime tapped Ed on the shoulder as she ran. 


“Who's there?” Ed asked, looking curiously behind 
him. “Oh, hey mime!” He greeted her with a grin. “What 
are you doing?” 

She pointed back behind her at Morley and Harry, who 
were quickly gaining on them. 


“Whoooaaaaa! Bad guys a'coming! Time for super 
speed!” he yelled and started pumping his legs up and 
down even faster. A cloud of dust kicked up around his 
heels as he bolted down the road. 


“Ed!” Dexter shouted after him. 


“Not now, Dexter!” Ed yelled back at him as he raced 
past the buggy. “I have to outrun the bad guys!” 


“But the buggy... is quicker... you know, horses and 
all!” Dexter started to protest. Out of the corner of his eye 
he spotted Morley and Hopper. They were really close. 
“Giddy-up!” he yelled, frantically snapping the reins. The 
horse didn't move. “Awwww, come on horse!” Hopper III 
and the mime scrambled into the buggy. 


Morley and Harry Hopper were closing in on the 
Carriage; it was only thirty yards away. They sped up, legs 
pumping, sweat pouring as they ran faster than they had 
ever run in all their villain years. 


“Yahhh!” yelled Dexter, tugging fruitlessly at the reins. 
The horse bent down and began to leisurely chew on some 
grass. “Not now with the grass!” he hissed. He glanced 
back over his shoulder. Morley and Hopper were close, 
very close! “Does anyone know the German word for 
giddy-up?” 

“Sadly, no,” answered Old Mr. Hopper, beside him. 


The mime nodded. She hopped quickly, gracefully, 
down from the buggy. 


Morley and Hopper were ten yards from the carriage. 
Harry broke out in a big grin. He had them. 


The mime leaned over to the horse's hairy, upturned 
ear and silently whispered something. 


The horse jerked his head up from the grass, neighed 
loudly, and took off in a fast gallop, kicking up a thick 


cloud of dust on the dirt road. 


The mime grabbed onto the carriage and was yanked 
off her feet by the speed of the galloping horse. She 
tightened her grip, holding on for mime life as Dexter 
reached over and grabbed her wrist. Panting from the 
strain, he pulled her back in. 


He let out a loud whoop as they raced off down the 
road, stopping just long enough to pick up Ed, who was 
still running, desperately out of breath, toward the city of 
Achoo. 





Behind them Harry and Morley fanned the dirt from 
their faces. 


“I think I swallowed a bug!” Modey groaned. But 
Harry wasn't paying attention. He dragged Morley back to 
the train station, where he flagged down a cab, shoved 
Morley inside, and took off again in pursuit. 


The cab leaped into motion, tearing down the road, a 
cloud of dust billowing in its wake. The buggy was just up 
ahead now. They could see it — they could almost smell it 
— and it didn't smell good. The distance between them 
quickly closed as the cabbie yanked his car wildly in and 
out of traffic, tossing his two passengers roughly from side 
to side. Then the cab screeched to a sudden halt. Morley 
and Hopper flew forward against the back of the seat, then 
dropped to the floor. But it wasn't just the cab that had 
stopped. All the traffic had stopped. 


Hopper leaned out of the car and saw the buggy 
stopped in traffic about a mile ahead. Cars lined the road 


as far as he could see, and none of them moved. 
“What's with all this traffic?” he asked, clearly upset. 


The cab driver answered him in a thick accent, “Oh, 
it's for the festival.” 





The festival of Der Weiner Schnitzel was an age-old 
tradition in Achoo. It dated back as far as anyone could 
remember, maybe even farther. It was difficult to tell 
exactly how far back the festival dated because no one 
quite remembered when it began. That lapse in memory 
was probably due to the Dance of Der Weiner Schnitzel, a 
traditional folk dance that involved the dancers banging 
their heads together to the beat of a traditional ooom-pah 
band. The townsfolk had become so good at the dance, and 
they banged their heads together with such skill and force, 
that their memories were often disturbed or, in some 
cases, erased entirely. In fact, on more than one occasion, 
the festival had taken place several times in one year, 
simply because no one could remember whether they had 
held it yet or not. 





Ed, Dexter, the mime, and old Mr. Hopper tried to lose 
themselves among the throngs of excited festival-goers. 
They raced into the thick, lederhosen!®! clad crowd. 


“Over here!” Dexter yelled, leading the others into one 
of the larger crowds that had gathered in front of a 
wooden stage. The others pushed their way after him and 
made their way through the crowd to the front. Dexter 
crouched down, trying to peer through the green-clad 
throng of Germans. 


“Do you see them?” he asked as the others 
approached. 


Ed turned to look. “Yeah, I see a lot of them.” 
“No Ed, not the Germans, the bad guys.” 


“Ohhhhh!” Ed jumped up in the air to get a better look 
over all the Germans. 


“Whooa, I see them!” Ed said excitedly. 


“Okay,” Dexter ordered quietly. “Everyone just stay out 
of sight.” 


Ed leaped up into the air again, waving his hands 
wildly over his head. “Over here, bad guys! Bet you can't 
catch us!” he shouted. 


“Was that really necessary?” Dexter asked, annoyed. 





Morley heard a familiar voice and felt a familiar pain 
return to his head. That could only mean one thing... the 
young American called Ed. He turned to look, and sure 
enough the boy's head bobbed up and down out of the 
crowd like a bad nightmare. “It's him,” he said with 
disgust and pointed into the crowd for his boss to see. 


“Get him!” Harry shouted at his accomplice, trying 
hard not to sound like a bad movie villain and failing. 





“Run for it!” Dexter yelled to his companions. They 
jumped onto the stage and scrambled madly toward the 
other side. 


(This is a good time to note that timing has never been 
Dexter's strong point, and so it should come as no surprise 
that the moment he led his friends up on the stage, the 
official ooom-pah band of Achoo started to play their 
official ooom-pah music. The Dance of Der Weiner 
Schnitzel had begun.) 


Before Ed and the others could escape the platform, a 
mob of Achoo-ans poured onto the stage from all sides, 
eager to bang heads with their fellow countrymen in a wild 
display of patriotism. 


Ed stopped. There was something about that ooom-pah 
beat that grabbed him. 


The dancers paired off as the band settled into a 
steady ooom-pah groove. Dexter clutched tightly to the 
mime for safety. A bearded man stepped in front of old Mr. 
Hopper, and a large woman with bright blond pigtails 
grabbed Ed and spun him around. 


A loopy grin broke out on Ed's face as he watched the 
woman kick her legs high into the air as she danced a 
complete circle around him. Now it was his turn. Ed 
paused, listening to the music, letting it flow over him, 
surround him, speak to him... and then he started to 


dance. He began by imitating the woman's steps, hands 
folded in front of him, legs flailing in the air. Then he 
started adding some funky steps of his own. As he circled 
his large, pigtailed partner, he dipped to the ground and 
spun his legs high into the air, twisting his body around in 
a crazed circle. The other dancers began to stop and 
watch as Ed really started jamming to the music. He thrust 
his hips out to the side, threw his hand down, and snapped 
his fingers to the beat. His long hair swung wildly as he 
spun, stepped, and slid across the stage in groovy dancing 
delirium. 


The musicians were working up a serious sweat as 
they kept up the pounding ooom-pah beat. The accordion 
player pumped his instrument in and out like never before, 
fingers dancing wildly across the smoking keys. The man 
with the washboard strapped to his chest slid the spoons 
across it with a fury never before matched. And the guy 
holding the tuba tuba-ed like he had never tuba-ed before! 


Some of the more daring residents of Achoo joined in, 
tentatively matching Ed step for funky step. Then more 
joined in, until the whole stage groaned under the weight 
of hundreds of Achoo-ans dancing the Ed-dance of their 
lives. Ed took center stage front, like an aerobics 
instructor. He bit down on his lower lip and shook his fast- 
food-working booty for all it was worth as the people of 
Achoo wildly followed his lead. 


Morley and Hopper approached the stage, rudely 
shoving the last of the festival-goers out of their way. They 
saw them. All four of them. There they were right there, 
up on the stage. This whole, miserable thing was almost 
over. They pulled themselves up onto the stage as the band 
blared, all out, toward the song's pounding climax. 


The dancers were in a dancing frenzy. There was only 
one place to go from here. One thing left to make this 


dance of Der Weiner Schnitzel complete. It was time for 
head banging! One lederhosen-clad dancer turned to 
another and, smiling politely, smashed his head into the 
other fellow's head with a loud, melon-like crack. The 
other dancer dropped to the ground with a delirious smile 
on his bruised face. The other dancers let out a wild 
whoop and proceeded to bang their heads into every other 
head they could find. 


Morley crept up behind Ed, who was in the middle of a 
very intricate dance step, and clutched Ed's shoulders, his 
fingernails digging in roughly as he tightened his vice-like 
grip. 

“I've got you now!” he said with as much bile as he 
could muster and... CRACK! The blond woman turned and 
bashed her large, sweaty head smack into Morley's 
smaller skull. He wobbled on his feet and then dropped to 
the ground like a wet, evil sack of potatoes. 


A hand reached out, grabbed Ed, and yanked him from 
the stage just as the dancing hit its head-banging zenith. 
Dancers were dropping right and left, and the ones that 
were still standing didn't seem to be terribly sure of where 
they were or, for that matter, who they were. 


“We've got to get out of here! Now!” Dexter yelled. 


Lawrence Hopper III looked off into the distance. He 
had an idea. “Over there!” he shouted to the others. 





The hot air balloons rested quietly in the middle of a 
large, green clearing about a hundred yards from where 
the last dancer was busy trying to find something to bash 


his head into. They were doing exactly what hot air 
balloons should be doing before a big hot air balloon race. 
They were being filled with hot air. The last of the hot air 
rushed into the last of the giant brightly colored blimps 
that rose above the small wicker baskets where the pilots 
would sit. The hot air balloon pilots stood near their ships, 
testing the wind, making balloon small talk and generally 
killing time until the start of the annual hot air balloon 
race. 


Heinrich Gremlich was busy utilizing the portable 
bathrooms that were provided for his convenience. After 
all, he was the reigning hot air balloon champion, and he 
didn't want any problems at five thousand feet to spoil his 
race. Little did he realize that he wouldn't have to worry 
about high-altitude problems, because as he was occupied, 
Lawrence Hopper III was busy stealing his unattended 
balloon. 


“Do you know how to fly this thing?” Dexter asked 
warily as he pulled himself aboard. 


“Of course! It's a hobby of mine,” the old man 
answered, trying to sound confident as he helped Ed and 
the mime into the basket. “Everyone hold on. Here we go!” 
He gave a muscular yank on the rope that controlled the 
flow of hot air to the balloon. The fire mounted above them 
flared to life, heating the air that flowed upward into the 
blimp, but the balloon didn't rise. 


Lawrence Hopper III thought for a moment, looking 
around desperately trying to spot the problem, eyes slitted 
in concentration. Then he realized what had gone wrong. 


“We're still tied down,” he said. “I'll have to untie us.” 
He climbed from the basket, followed the guide rope to 
where it was attached to the ground, and in one quick 
motion, untied it. The basket began to rise slowly into the 
air. 


“Come on, old guy, run!” Ed yelled to him. 


Mr. Hopper did just that. He raced back toward the 
basket as it lifted off the ground, rising gently into the sky. 
His old legs pumped furiously. He reached out for the 
basket... and was yanked backward! It was Harry Hopper! 
He snatched his uncle back away from the balloon as it 
drifted up out of reach. 


Ed, Dexter, and the mime stared down helplessly as 
they rose up into the sky, leaving their old friend in the 
hands of his evil nephew. They watched dumbfounded as 
the younger Hopper led his old uncle away and then faded 
into small dots in the distance as the balloon floated 
higher up into the clouds. 





Heinrich Gremlich heard a commotion outside. Had 
the race started without him? He burst out of the small 
portable bathroom. His eyes widened as he saw his balloon 
rising high up into the air. His jaw dropped, and he 
screamed as he tried to run after his escaping balloon. He 
tripped over his pants and went crashing to the ground. 


He was not having a very good day. 


Chapter 10 


The giant balloon drifted lazily across the slowly 
darkening sky. Night was falling, and the balloon showed 
no sign of descending any time in the near future. It 
dipped, dropped, glided, rose, and swayed exactly the way 
a hot air balloon should, drifting south on the cool, 
prevailing winds. 


On board, the three passengers slept soundly on the 
hard wicker floor, beneath the soft steady flame that was 
mounted overhead, quietly warming the air that kept the 
balloon aloft. They softly rocked back and forth with the 
slow, gentle sway of the basket. It had been a rough day 
for the three young travelers. After all, kicking off your 
morning by being abducted from your hotel room so that 
you could be held hostage on a train and smuggled out of 
the country by bad guys, could be rather tiring. 


It had been several hours since Dexter, Ed, and the 
mime had first floated away from the small town of Achoo, 
leaving behind a wealthy old man and a festival of rapidly 
confused dancers who wondered why their heads hurt like 
they did. Now Lawrence was in the clutches of his evil 
nephew Harry, and the three of them were busy floating 
out of control in a large hot air balloon that none of them 
had the faintest idea how to fly. 


Their reaction to this situation was perfectly normal. 
First they panicked. Then, when that did no good, they 
screamed for help, then tried desperately to place the 
blame on each other, and finally settled in for a good bout 
of sulking before the rhythmic motion of the balloon finally 
lulled them to sleep. 


The balloon hit a particularly nasty patch of cold air 
and dipped more suddenly than it had dipped before. 


Dexter's eyes darted open, shooting back and forth. He 
wasn't quite sure where he was. He looked overhead, 
trying to figure it out. Rising above him was the large 
pear-shaped balloon, silhouetted against the purple sky. 
That's odd, he thought to himself as he tried to rub the 
sleep from his eyes. He stood, yawning, and stretched his 
arms high above his head. Man, that felt good, he thought 
as he arched his back and glanced down. 


His eyes burst open, two wide pie-shaped saucers set 
into his pale, frightened face. He suddenly remembered 
where he was. He let out a shriek as he stared at the 
ground spiraling sickeningly away hundreds of feet below 
him. He stifled his shriek as the spiraling started to affect 
his stomach. He slapped his hand over his mouth. His 
cheeks bulged out. He swallowed hard and wrested his 
belly under control. 


He thought that perhaps the best thing to do would 
just be to sit down and imagine himself somewhere much, 
much lower. He breathed out deeply and trained his 
frightened eyes on his two sleeping friends. 


Ed and the mime had fallen asleep side by side. In the 
darkening night, the mime's black outfit started to blend 
away into the nighttime sky, making her pale face stand 
out in stark contrast. Dexter was glad they had met her. 
And not just because she had saved them back on the 
train, although that certainly didn't hurt. He was mostly 
glad because he saw how much Ed liked the mime. For 
some reason Ed didn't always hit it off with girls. The last 
one Ed had gone out with had ended up in the hospital 
after Ed, mistakenly believing that she was an alien sent to 
take over the Earth, grabbed her by the hair and 
attempted to yank off her “human mask.”!©! 


Ed snored in spastic little bursts. He would breathe in 
deeply, sucking the air with a loud squeal through the 


small space between his two front teeth. Then there would 
be a pause as if he was considering whether or not to 
continue, followed by a loud “Arrreengghh” as another 
snore racked his body. A lock of hair fell across his lips and 
began fluttering up and down as he snored. 


The sky darkened. This seemed a little odd to Dexter, 
since the sky was already pretty dark. The sun had set 
several hours ago, and if the sky really wanted to darken it 
should have done so then. Nevertheless, the sky was 
darkening. Not only was the sky darkening, but the wind 
was picking up strongly. It howled around the tiny wicker 
basket and began tossing them roughly back and forth. Ed 
and the mime didn't feel a thing. Dexter looked up, noticed 
that the stars were all missing, and realized with dawning 
horror that something bad was about to happen. 


A flash of light burst across the blackness with a loud, 
electric crackle. A clap of thunder followed, smashing the 
sky with its deafening roar. “This can't be good,” Dexter 
muttered under his breath. He scrunched down as low as 
he could to shelter himself from the whipping winds as the 
basket shuddered violently. “Nope, definitely not good.” 


Then it started to rain. At first a small drizzle, which 
soon turned into a light rain followed immediately by a 
heavy pour. After that, it settled nicely into a driving, 
stinging torrent of gushing water. 


Ed's eyes shot open. He looked around, trying to 
determine why he was suddenly feeling wet. He held his 
hand out in front of him, palm up. It got wet. He opened 
his mouth and tilted his head back. It got wet. He thought 
about it, twisting his features in concentration. Finally he 
had it. 


“Hey, who's spitting on me?” 


” 


“No one's spitting on you, Ed. That's rain,” Dexter 


yelled over the howling wind. 


Ed looked around, taking in the situation. “Uh-oh,” he 


I 


concluded. “Storm's a brewin'. 


The mime woke up, felt the rain on her painted mime 
face, and nodded along at Ed's assessment. 


Another bolt of lightning burst across the sky, followed 
by another in rapid-fire succession. The sky lit up in 
explosions of electricity. The thunder clapped around them 
in steady, thumping cracks and booms, and the rain began 
to pelt down even harder. 


The wind tossed their balloon like a crumpled piece of 
paper and spit it across the sky in tumbling bursts. An 
amazingly brilliant burst of light sizzled across the night 
and struck the fabric of the balloon. It burst with a loud 
pop that deafened even the thunder, and the basket 
rocketed across the sky like an out-of-control bullet. It 
zigzagged off into the night and disappeared into the 
blackened distance. 





The next day every newspaper in the world carried a 
picture of Ed and Dexter on the front page. The story 
underneath the picture didn't say anything about their 
tragic balloon flight, or their abduction from a French 
hotel, or their years of dedication to the fast-food industry. 
No, it didn't say anything like that at all. What it did say, in 
bold, black letters was: KIDNAPPERS! 


The story went on to explain that the two American 
youths, in a desperate and depraved attempt to get money 
to feed their terrible cheese habit, had kidnapped a 
wealthy English inventor by the name of Lawrence Hopper 


III. The two boys were labeled as extremely dangerous. 
And according to the picture on page one, the two boys 
looked extremely dangerous. 


And when the story attached to the picture concluded 
by telling all about the great old man who had been 
savagely ripped away from his family, it was so elegant, so 
moving, so exquisitely worded that it brought a tear to the 
eye of every single, frightened reader. 





A tear welled up inside the tiny slits that served as 
Harry Hopper's eyes. It spilled out, ran down his cheek, 
and lodged in his pencil-thin black mustache. Flashbulbs 
popped in a dazzling display as hundreds of photographers 
snapped pictures of the grieving nephew. 


The photographers had gathered, along with the 
reporters, to hear Harry Hopper tell his sad tale. And 
Harry had told it perfectly. He had displayed just the right 
amount of tearful anger when he spoke of the two boys 
who had robbed him of his beloved uncle. His voice 
cracked with just the right amount of sorrow and pain 
when he explained that after he'd paid fifty thousand 
dollars in ransom to the two young kidnappers, they still 
didn't return his wealthy and beloved relative. And now his 
tears welled up perfectly and ran down his narrow face 
with just the right amount of suffering as he told the 
gathered throngs how he wished he could trade every 
penny of the ten million dollars he would inherit for just 
one more day with his favorite Uncle Lawrence. 


The suckers bought every word of it! 





The desert stretched to the horizon in all directions, a 
giant ocean of golden sand. The yellow dunes rose and fell 
across scorched, barren earth, making the desert seem 
almost alive as it shimmered in the blazing noonday sun. A 
squat green cactus stuck stubbornly out of the dirt, its 
stubby thorns glowing in the acrid air. It suddenly gave up 
and burst into flames — it was that hot. Even the sun 
seemed to wish that it could have risen someplace cooler. 


The wicker basket was still attached to what was left 
of the balloon. Sand blew across its bright surface, 
covering the giant hole that had been blasted into it by a 
rogue bolt of lightning. 


The heavy orange sun beat down fiercely on the three 
sand-covered bodies that lay discarded in the sand around 
the wreck. Vultures dipped and soared, circling overhead. 
They sensed a good meal in the making. 


Then the bodies began to stir. Ed's eyes flickered open, 
got hit with a blast of sand, and flickered closed again. He 
rolled over and pulled himself onto his knees, spitting out 
a mouthful of sand. 


“Eeeew, that doesn't taste a thing like sugar.” He 
looked around, the barren landscape burning into his 
mind. It was hot. Way hot. Much, much hotter than a fast- 
food employee ought to be. The sweat poured in buckets 
down his face, soaking into his blue-and-white striped 
Good Burger uniform, which was now a sort of dull brown 
from all the sand. After a few minutes of this, the sweat 


stopped. Not that he wasn't still hot... he was, his body had 
simply run out of fluid to sweat. 


The scalding desert heat has been known to play tricks 
on people's minds, and Ed's mind was a little easier to 
trick than most. He looked up, scanning the blistering 
horizon with his parched eyes. “Whooaaa!” What had 
surprised him was not the fact that off in the distance, 
jutting out of the dunes, was a shiny new Good Burger 
restaurant. To Ed that seemed perfectly normal. What 
surprised him was the large decorative banner that 
dangled over the door, flapping lazily in the hot desert 
breeze. The banner read, in large, colorful letters, Come 
try our all new Good Ed! 


“Sounds tasty.” Ed dragged himself slowly across the 
scalding sand toward the shining fast-food vision in the 
distance. 


He pushed through the sparklingly clean glass front 
door and stepped into the pristine, gleaming interior of the 
restaurant. As he stepped in, an amazing thing happened. 
His Good Burger uniform, which had been tattered and 
filthy seconds before, suddenly sparkled like new. Its 
whites were brilliantly white, its blue stripes were crisp 
and clean, and the paper hat he'd lost in the limo chase 
days before was back on his head. 


What was even more surprising than his sudden 
transformation from tattered to tidy was what awaited him 
behind the counter. Instead of a person waiting to take his 
order with smiling fast-food efficiency, there was... a giant 
burger! Ed closed his eyes and shook his head from side to 
side, cheeks flapping back and forth from the momentum. 
He stopped and opened them again. The big burger was 
still there, waiting patiently. Then things got really weird. 


“Welcome to Good Ed, home of the Good Ed, can I take 
your order?” The burger spoke! It sounded like the voice a 


pretty girl would have if she were speaking through a 
large, wet pickle. 


“Whooa, you're a burger... and you talk!” Ed threw his 
hands in the air in surprise. 


“Of course,” the burger said soothingly. The odd thing 
about the burger was not its small, thin arms that 
protruded from beneath its sesame seed bun, nor was it 
the fact that it was wearing pickle shoes on its delicate 
little legs. The odd thing was how much better the burger 
was at this job than Ed. 


“Would you like to try one of our new Good Eds? 
They're quite delicious,” it assured him in its sultry, wet 
burger voice. 


“Okay!” Ed agreed. He was feeling a little hungry. His 
stomach grumbled a gurgling, rumbling sort of grumble as 
the bizarrely giant speaking hamburger turned away to 
place his order. 


“Here's your Good Ed.” The burger turned to him with 
her featureless burger face, setting the tray gently on the 
counter in front of him. 


“Hey, thanks, burger-lady.” Ed hungrily snatched the 
tinfoil-wrapped object off the tray. His lips puckered up in 
excitement and hunger as the warm, juicy smell of the 
food wafted up to him. Eagerly he tore the wrapping from 
his meal and... froze. 


Staring up at him from between the sesame seed bun 
in his hand was... Ed! A tiny Ed! Right there in his hands, 
covered in ketchup and onions and topped with a pickle, 
ready for eating. Ed's jaw dropped, his eyes bugged out 
wide. “Whooaa!” he yelled, letting the Ed burger slip 
through his hands and fall to the ground. 


“What's the matter, dude, aren't you going to eat?” the 
little Ed asked in a squeaky, high-pitched Ed voice, which 


still managed to somehow sound creepy. The gap-toothed 
grin that was plastered across his tiny face contorted into 
a horrible leer. 


“Yeah, Ed, aren't you going to eat him?” The voice 
came from behind him. Ed whirled around quickly and 
found himself face to face with a row of giant hamburgers 
moving slowly, perilously toward him. Their giant burger 
shadows loomed precariously over his fear-widened eyes 
as they began to say, “Aren't you going to eat him?” over 
and over again in unison. Their pretty-girl voices had 
dropped into a horrible grating wheeze that made the hair 
on Ed's arms stand up. 


“Aren't you going to eat him? Aren't you going to eat 
him? Aren't you going to eat him?” they chanted over and 
over with terrifying monotony. 


“Nooooo!” Ed screamed as the burgers bore down on 
him. He threw his hands over his eyes and fell to the floor. 


Except there was no floor. There was only sand. Ed 
was lying exactly where he started, in the middle of the 
desert. The sun still beat down with exactly the same 
scorching heat as before. The vultures still circled 
overhead, beating their feathered wings against the dry 
desert air exactly as before. There had been no Good 
Burger in the desert. No Good Eds being served by giant 
talking hamburgers. It had all been a dream. 


Dexter was lying just a few feet from where Ed was 
curled up in the sand. He stretched his body out straight 
and rolled playfully through the sand. The ripples began to 
move and flow, washing toward him, over him, around him. 
But they were no longer waves of sand. Sand wasn't blue. 
Sand wasn't cool and refreshing to the touch. No, it's not 
sand, thought Dexter, it's water. A beautiful sparkling blue 
pool of water. 


Dexter threw his arms out in front of him and pulled 
himself through the water with long strokes. He rolled 
onto his back and floated in the cool, wet goodness. 


Something caught his eye. He glanced up to the edge 
of the pool and saw something silhouetted against the 
bright, warm sun. Something blond and tan and wearing a 
red bathing suit. Dexter smiled his most suave smile as he 
recognized the model. She put her slender, golden fingers 
in her pouty lips and whistled. More shapes appeared all 
around the pool. Everywhere Dexter looked he drank in an 
eyeful of beautiful models, all wearing bathing suits and all 
unbelievably gorgeous. 


They shared a private, girlish giggle amongst 
themselves, then in one choreographed sweep, they dove 
into the pool, one after the other like a line of dominoes 
racing along the edge of the water. 


The bathing beauties joined hands and swam in a 
circle around Dexter, who puckered up and blew kisses at 
each one in turn. Soft music seemed to play in the 
background as the models plunged underwater, head first 
in a graceful ballet of motion, kicking their model legs up 
into the air, all the while circling Dexter with smooth and 
elegant grace. All at once their model heads burst out of 
the pool, glistening beads of water dancing down their 
tanned faces. Dexter spun in glorious circles as the girls 
drew closer and closer to him. He took a mouthful of water 
and spit it high into the air, like a human fountain as he 
spun, deliriously... 


The vulture glanced down with its beady bird eyes ina 
look of utter confusion. What was confusing it was the 
young boy below who was standing in the middle of a 
desert, spinning in wild circles and spitting mouthfuls of 
sand deliriously into the air. The large bird let out a final 
caw and then flew off to someplace less confusing. 


The mime wasn't confused at all. Although her painted 
white face was now covered with patches of brown dirt, 
and her once black outfit was looking a far more deserty 
Shade of gray, she didn't seem to mind any of that. 
Because she was not lying in the middle of the baking 
desert sand. She was standing in the middle of a crowded 
auditorium, flashbulbs popping in her face as the 
photographers closed in, fighting over who would get to 
take her picture first. She was no longer wearing the dirty 
black leotard, either. She was now dressed in a long black 
silk dress. Her white makeup had been redone, and it 
showed off her beautiful, wide-set brown eyes to good 
effect. The announcer's voice boomed over the 
loudspeaker as the crowd of people grew suddenly silent. 


“And the winner for best performance ever by a mime 
in the history of the universe...” He paused for dramatic 
effect. The tension was high. “Goes to...” he continued 
slowly, milking the moment for all it was worth. “The 
mime!” Applause erupted wildly throughout the building 
as the audience leaped to its feet with cheers. The mime 
jumped up in surprise. Me? The winner? She made her 
way Slowly toward the stage as the shouts of 
congratulations rang in her ears. 


A mob of adoring spectators rushed the aisle, grabbed 
the beautiful young mime, and lifted her up high on their 
shoulders in a gesture of victory! She smiled happily, 
glowing with pride as she waved to the worshipful crowds. 





Ahmed, the camel trader, pulled his caravan of camels 
to a sudden halt in the sweltering heat. He scanned the 
horizon intently, stopped, stared, and began to wonder 
what on earth a mime was doing waving to him from the 
middle of the desert. He wiped the desert sweat from his 
brown brow, a puzzled look playing across his face. He had 
traded camels in and around the desert for most of his life, 
and he knew that the desert could play tricks on one's 
mind. This must be a mirage. He rubbed his eyes with the 
palms of his hands and looked again. Still there. Maybe it 
wasn't a mirage after all. IZ wonder if she wants to buy a 
camel? he thought to himself with a shrug. 


Chapter 11 


The pyramids rose out of the sand like giant three- 
dimensional rock triangles. The larger of the three stood 
what looked like hundreds of feet in the air, its tip pointing 
straight up into the cloudless blue Egyptian sky. The three 
ancient monuments cast their long shadows toward the 
city of Cairo, which was nestled off in the distance, barely 
visible through the desert's wind-whipped sands. 


Ahmed's camels tramped lazily by the pyramids 
without a second glance.!2! 


The four hairy hooves of Ed's camel plodded along, 
marching in single-file step with the three others in 
Ahmed's caravan, their tracks quickly disappearing in the 
sandy desert wind. Its enormous brown eyes shifted 
underneath its long, graceful eyelashes as it spotted 
something — a small defenseless desert bush in the 
distance. Ed's camel raised its elongated, brown snout into 
the air, coughed up a slurping sound in the back of its 
throat, then whipped its long J-shaped neck quickly toward 
the bush and spat. SPLAT! The small bush was nailed with 
perfect, slobbering accuracy. The camel seemed to smile 
from its downturned mouth as it continued on its way. 


Ed was duly impressed. He patted his camel 
admiringly. His camel, and most camels in general, looked 
like what you would get if you crossed a horse with a small 
giraffe then added a couple of humps just for the fun of it. 
It is truly a ridiculous-looking animal. 


Ed looked over to the mime riding beside him, just 
behind Ahmed, who led the pack. 


“Hey, mime, what did you name your camel?” The 
mime gazed over at him from her seat, nestled comfortably 


between her camel's furry twin humps, and shrugged. It 
had never even occurred to her to name her camel. 


“Oh, well I named mine Mime, after you.” He batted 
his eyes at her and grinned his most lovestruck gap- 
toothed grin. It was meant as a compliment, and the mime 
seemed to understand. She shrugged her narrow 
shoulders shyly and giggled silently to herself. 


“Awwww man! My camel's all smelly!” complained 
Dexter, scrunching his nose up. “Does anyone have some 
perfume or something, 'cause whew!” He waved his hand 
in front of his nose in a desperate attempt to fan away the 
smell. It didn't work. 





NO MORE ED'S SAUCE, BUT STILL A FINE 
PLACE TO EAT read the banner that hung over Good 
Burger's average front door. Next to that, pasted up across 
the grimy, glass front window was a blowup from the 
Dullmont Times. The article was titled “All 10,000 Places 
to Eat in Dullmont From Best to Worst.” Highlighted in 
yellow marker, near the bottom of the list, just a few 
spaces above The Big Bucket of Lard Eatery, which rested 
comfortably at number 10,000, was number 9,994: Good 
Burger. A small sign hung just underneath the blowup. It 
announced proudly: EAT HERE, AT LEAST WE'RE NOT 
THE WORST! The sign didn't seem to be bringing in the 
customers. 


Spatch burst in through the front door. He burst in a 
little harder than he intended to, and the front door 
screeched, fell from its hinges, and came falling to the 


ground with a loud, shattering crash. Spatch looked down 
at the splintered glass of the front door, which lay spread 
across Good Burger's dingy floor, and grunted an “ooops”- 
sort of grunt. Sometimes Spatch didn't know his own 
strength. 


Mr. Baily rushed out of his office, paused, caught his 
breath, and continued to hurry the next twenty feet into 
the dining area. He had heard the loud crash and hoped as 
only a desperate manager can hope that the loud sounds 
of destruction meant that Ed had returned. His round face 
fell when he saw that it had only been Spatch. 


“Spatch!” he groaned loudly. “Why must you cause 
destruction? Ohhhh, what does it matter?” he said, 
defeated, as he slumped into one of the booths that lined 
the wall. “We're doomed anyway! Doomed! Mother always 
said I should have been a garbage man!” 


Spatch let out a sympathetic grunt. His mother had 
often told him the same thing. 


Fizz paced back and forth behind the deserted counter. 
He walked up to the drive-through window, said, “Welcome 
to Good Burger, home of the Good Burger, can I take your 
order?” to no one in particular, then turned and walked 
away before coming back and doing the same thing all 
over again. Fizz was keeping in practice for the day when 
he could put his drive-through expertise to work again. 
When that day came, he wanted to be ready. He wanted to 
be at the top of his game, and that meant practice, 
practice, and more practice. Fizz was clearly losing his 
mind. 


Spatch stared at Mr. Baily through his small, deep-set 
eyes, which almost seemed hidden by the rest of his face. 
He suddenly remembered why he had rushed into work in 
such a hurry. It was something in his hand. He lifted one 
large, tree-trunk-sized arm to his face. Nope, in that one 


he was carrying his trusty spatula. He lifted his other, 
equally large arm. Bingo. Clutched in his beefy, muscular 
hand was a newspaper. Not just any newspaper, but 
today's copy of the Dullmont Times. He slammed it down 
on the booth in front of Mr. Baily, a little harder than he 
meant to. A chunk of the booth splintered off, and Spatch's 
hand punched clear through it. He looked down at the hole 
he had punched in the table and at his hand still sticking 
out beneath it. 


“Uurrruugggghhh!” he grunted as he tried to yank his 
hand out of the hole, ripping the entire tabletop off along 
with it. 

Mr. Baily just shook his head. What did the damage 
matter anyway? They were done for. Two more days to 
come up with twenty-five thousand dollars; it just couldn't 
be done. He rubbed his aching belly, soothingly content in 
the knowledge that it would all be over soon. “What is it, 
Spatch?” Mr. Baily demanded on the verge of tears, 
“Please, just tell me before you wreck anything else!” 


Spatch handed Mr. Baily the paper he had been 
carrying, the tabletop dangling from his thick wrist. Good 
Burger's manager slowly unfolded it. His mouth fell open 
at what he saw. “That's Good Burger on the front page,” he 
uttered, his face slack with amazement. Why would Good 
Burger be on the front page of the paper? Especially under 
the headline “KIDNAPPERS!” 


He looked closer. “That looks like... oh, no!” Hello, 
ulcer number nine! 





“Thanks Ahmed!” Dexter waved to their new Egyptian 
friend as he slid off his camel. 


“Gesundheit!” Ed yelled, also waving. 
The mime blew him a kiss. 


Ahmed shook his head slowly. Americans are very 
strange, he thought as he waved back, trying to smile, but 
trying even harder to get away from the three of them very 
quickly. He spurred his camel on, and the large animal 
slowly began to clomp away. 


“Bye Mime!” Ed yelled to his camel as it trudged down 
the road. The camel cocked its furry head at the sound of 
Ed's voice, craned its long neck back to look at him, and 
blinked its large brown eyes sadly. 


The streets of Cairo were packed with people and 
filled with exotic smells that flowed from darkened 
restaurants and rows of small stands that lined the sandy 
streets. Turban-clad peddlers stood in small booths selling 
everything from long, colorful robes to smartly decorated 
rugs. Tan buildings spread out behind the road, looking 
almost as if they had never been built but had always 
stood there, a part of the desert and the sand. 
Occasionally, spaced out among the small wooden booths, 
street performers stood on small, makeshift platforms and 
performed before the gathering market crowds. 


“Whooaaa!” Ed exclaimed as he stopped before one of 
the performers. His eyes fixed on a guy wearing only a 
small towel wrapped around his narrow waist. He stood in 
front of a small walkway covered with steaming, red-hot 
coal. The crowd hushed expectantly as the towel-clad man 
clasped his hands flat in front of him, fixed his gaze off into 
the distance, and took the first barefoot step onto the 
burning embers. Steam rose up with a loud hiss as his foot 
hit the red-hot surface, but the man didn't seem to notice. 


He didn't wince, he didn't scream, he merely walked 
slowly and calmly across the ten-foot length of burning 
ground, stood on the other end, and bowed as tlie crowd 
erupted in applause. Large metal coins landed in a shower 
around the fire-walker, and he waved to the fans as he 
quickly scooped them up. 


“That guy's act is hot!” Dexter joked, nudging Ed in 
the ribs. “Get it? Hot! With the... Ed?” But Ed wasn't 
there. Dexter's eyes darted across the crowd for his friend. 
The mime grabbed his shoulder frantically and pointed. 


Ed stood in front of the crowd, kicking off his shoes 
and setting them carefully down beside the blazing coal 
walkway. Steam rose up in burning hot waves as he 
stepped to the front. This is going to be fun, Ed thought. 
He had always wanted to walk through fire. It was on his 
list of stuff he would like to do, sandwiched right in 
between “Walk across water” and “Walk across ground,” 
the latter of which had already been crossed off. 


Ed clasped his hands together flat, he fixed his gaze off 
into the distance... and he stepped. 


He stopped as steam rose from beneath both of his 
feet, which suddenly began to sizzle, and he paused. A 
message raced along the neurons in his foot, rushed 
screamingly up his leg, sprinted along the length of his 
spinal cord, and dashed panting and out of breath into his 
brain. 


“Hot foot!” Ed screamed suddenly and leaped into the 
air, trying to lift his feet as high over the burning coals as 
he could, coming down to land on another section of the 
fiery embers. 


He bounced up and down, trying to blow on his 
smoking feet as he rose and fell, letting out loud “Yeee- 


oowws’”, or “Oh, the pains”, or “Whoooaa is me's” mixed in 
with several other, louder noises that most people never 


get the opportunity to make. He landed, sizzled, skipped, 
jumped, leaped, and bounded ridiculously down the length 
of the walkway, tumbling to a stop on the cool ground at 
the end. 


The gathered crowds burst out in laughter and 
applause, tossing coins at Ed, who cradled his smoking 
feet gently in his arms. Dexter and the mime rushed to his 
aid. The mime fanned her hands quickly in front of Ed's 
toes to cool them off. Dexter busily ran his hands across 
the dirt ground, collecting the pile of coins that had been 
thrown. He stared down at the handful of Egyptian money 
he had gathered. It looked like a lot. 


“Hey Ed, do it again!” he suggested. 


The market crowd continued to whoop away in 
hysterical laughter and applause. They had suddenly 
discovered that the only thing that was more fun than 
watching some guy walk across burning coal without 
showing the faintest sign of pain was some guy walking 
across burning coal showing amazing signs of pain and 
screaming loudly. Now that was a show. 


There was only one man, standing in the very back of 
the crowd, who didn't seem to be enjoying himself. He 
stared up at Ed through dark glasses. He tugged at his 
black mustache thoughtfully and ran his hands over the 
jagged scar that ran down the side of his face, lending a 
sinister air to his appearance. He glanced down at the 
paper he held and at the photo that was spread across the 
front page under the bold headline that read 
“KIDNAPPERS!” It was them all right. He was sure of it. 
Oh, they didn't look as mean and dangerous as the paper 
had made them appear, but it was definitely them. He let 
the paper drop to the ground and stepped on it, pushing it 
deeply into the dirt as he shoved his way out of the crowd. 





“This is Harry Hopper.” The oily voice oozed from the 
other end of the phone line. 


“This is Al,” said the man in a whispered tone as he 
nervously traced the outline of his jagged scar. He knew 
Harry Hopper only slightly, and only slightly was far more 
than he wanted to know him. Harry Hopper was that kind 
of guy, “that kind of guy” of course being awful, evil, and 
treacherous. The kind of guy that would sell his own 
mother just so people would know that he was the kind of 
guy who had sold his own mother and would probably do 
far worse things to people who hadn't given birth to him. 
Al hadn't given birth to him and so was understandably 
afraid. 


“What do you want?” Hopper asked sternly. 


Al's voice quivered slightly as he replied, “I hear that 
you're looking for information on a couple of kidnapping 
kids.” His eyes darted nervously from side to side to make 
sure no one could hear him. “I have some information for 


yw 


you. 


“Is that so?” Hopper sounded pleased and smug. It 
was his favorite tone of voice. “Well then, here's what you 
need to do....” 





Ed lifted the huge chicken leg to his mouth and took a 
bite. Sumptuous chicken smells were filling his nostrils, 
warming his hungry brain as a little bit of steaming 
chicken juice ran down his chin. 


“Whooaaa,” he said as he swallowed his first juicy bite. 
“Tastes like chicken.” 


“Tt is chicken,” Dexter said between mouthfuls of his 
own tasty chicken meal. 


The mime rubbed her belly appreciatively in an 
exaggerated gesture and then turned her full attention 
back to eating. It had been a while. 


Luckily, for once, fate had seemed to be on their side, 
and the money Ed had collected for burning his feet on hot 
coals had turned out to be exactly the amount it cost to 
buy three large chicken legs. 


They sat in a small square off the main marketway. 
From here they could still make out the hordes of 
shoppers busily crowding around the popular booths. In 
the distance they could see the street performers, the 
sword swallower, the snake charmer, and, of course, the 
always popular guy-who-could-balance-meatloaf-on-his- 
nose, plying their crafts for spare change. 


“I've figured it out,” Dexter spoke up. He leaned back 
in his chair and folded his hands leisurely behind his head. 
He was finally starting to enjoy himself. Ed and the mime 
looked up from the meals and listened. “Here's what we 
need to do. First we call Mr. Baily...” 


This sounded like a great idea to Ed. “Okay, I want to 
call him Boo-Boo,” he said as he pictured the moment 
when he could leap into his manager's outstretched arms, 
look him square in the eye, and call him Boo-Boo. It would 
be quite a moment. 


“All right Ed, you do that,” Dexter continued. Nothing 
was going to bother him today, not even Ed. He was finally 
feeling relaxed and happy. This whole thing wasn't so bad. 
It was actually kind of fun. “But I'm going to call him on 
the phone and see if he'll send us some plane tickets 
home.” His head was clear, and he could see exactly what 
needed to be done. 


The mime put her hands to her face and pulled the 
skin into tiny wrinkles, then she stood and walked around 
the table in an exact imitation of old man Hopper's walk. 
She slid back into her chair and looked questioningly at 
Dexter. 


“Don't worry, I've got that figured out too. See, when 
we get back home we go to the police and tell them all 
about Mr. Hopper and his nephew and then we let them 
take care of it.” 


The mime was impressed. Dexter really did seem to 
have thought things out. Dexter was feeling good about 
himself. He was feeling good about life in general and his 
place in it. He was feeling good about the chicken leg that 
was now resting comfortably in his belly. Of course he 
would be feeling even better if the chicken leg in his belly 
had a little company, say something nice and chocolatey. 


“How about some dessert?” he suggested. 


Ed and the mime nodded along in rapid agreement. 
Dessert sounded like a great idea. Maybe a nice big piece 
of chocolate cake slathered in icing, or, even better, a hot 
fudge sundae, that sounded good, or maybe... The mime 
stopped and thought of something. Something fairly 
important to their dessert eating future. She let out a sad 
sigh and resignedly rubbed her thumb against her first two 
fingers in the international symbol of money, then shook 
her head slowly from side to side. 


“Oh yeah,” Ed agreed. “No more money!” 


“Awwww man!” Dexter shook his hands at his sides. 
He really wanted dessert. 


The mime's head shot up suddenly. She had an idea. 
She held up her finger to indicate that she would be back 
in just a minute, and in one quick, fluid motion she slipped 
away from the table. 


Ed and Dexter watched, curiously, as she made her 
way into the crowded marketplace. She found a small 
platform that had previously been occupied by a man who 
specialized in breathing fire.!®! 


The mime stood in front of the marketplace crowds, 
clapped her hands to get their attention, and then went to 
work. She pulled out all the stops and gave the mime 
performance of a lifetime. She played imaginary tug-of- 
war, she climbed an invisible rope, she walked down 
invisible stairs. Sweat beaded up on her painted forehead 
as she mimed for all she was worth. This was the 
culmination of all her years of training. Her whole mime 
life seemed geared toward this moment. 


“Wow, she's really good!” Dexter said, amazed. He had 
never really thought too much of mimes before. But this 
performance changed his mime outlook forever. 


“Yeah,” Ed said dreamily as he stared at the mime in 
wild, lovestruck awe. “She's the mime-iest!” 


“Excuse me.” The boys hadn't noticed the man with 
the long jagged scar running down the length of his face 
until he'd stepped in front of them. The man's long fingers 
drummed nervously on the plain black briefcase that he 
held out in front of him. “I think this belongs to you,” he 
said as he quickly set the briefcase on the table between 
Ed and Dexter. 


“Oh!” Ed said as he stared at the black case. “Thanks, 
dude, I was wondering where that was!” 


Al looked at Ed with an odd, curious expression, 
nervously ran his fingers across his scar, and quickly 
walked away. 


Dexter stared at his friend. “Is that briefcase yours?” 
“No.” 


“Then why did you say that you were wondering where 
it was?” 


Ed's eyes shifted from side to side as he tried to 
remember what Dexter was talking about. 


Dexter shook his head and turned toward the crowd, 
where the man had disappeared. “Hey, guy, this isn't 
ours... Guy! I think you made a mistake with...” But it was 
no use. The man with the scar had vanished. “Awww man, 
now what do we do with it?” 


Ed had already decided what to do with it. He was 
going to open it. Who knew what might be inside? Maybe 
it was a present. 


“Ed don't open that, it doesn't belong to...” Then 
Dexter saw what was inside the case and stopped talking. 


His jaw dropped open, coming to rest somewhere 
around his stomach. His eyes leaped out of his head, 
hovered in midair for just a second, then snapped back 
inside his skull in surprise. His tongue lost all willpower of 
its own, rolled out of his mouth, and just lay there in 
shock. 


The briefcase was filled with money. No, filled didn't 
quite accurately describe the mind-bending amount of 
cash that was stuffed into the confines of the small black 
case. It was overflowing with money, hundreds and 


hundreds of hundred dollar bills tied together in thick 
wads of wealth. 


Ed stared at the money blankly. His mind tried to 
comprehend just how much might be in there. He ran 
through all the numbers he knew in various combinations 
and, when that didn't seem like enough, started making up 
numbers of his own. 


“Thousands,” Dexter whispered. “There must be 
thousands in there.” Dexter had really been having a good 
day so far, maybe one of his best, but nothing kicks a day 
into overdrive quite like a complete stranger dropping a 
suitcase full of money in your lap. This now, officially, 
entered the record books as a great day. A stupendous day. 
Definitely one of his personal top ten. Dexter smiled up to 
the heavens and kissed the money with his trembling lips. 
He looked around at all the people milling about. He felt 
love for each and every one of them. A small fly landed on 
the remains of his chicken, and Dexter stared at it as 
feelings of deep love and respect for the entire insect 
world welled up inside him. 


Somewhere in the back of his mind, an odd thought 
occurred to him. The odd thought had to do with the fact 
that all the normal marketplace shoppers seemed to be 
suddenly replaced by much meaner-looking, uniformed 
police officers who now seemed to be surrounding the 
table where Ed and Dexter sat. This thought was 
confirmed a moment later when what appeared to be the 
leader of the uniformed Egyptian police stepped forward 
and announced boldly, “You're under arrest for the 
kidnapping of Lawrence Hopper III.” 


In Dexter's opinion, this last small detail was quite 
enough to bump the day out of his top ten. 


Chapter I2 


Extra! Extra! Read all about it! Hopper kidnappers 
arrive in London today!” yelled the young English boys as 
they dashed through the rain-soaked London streets 
carrying sacks of newspapers over their shoulders. 
Concerned Englishmen in conservative business suits 
stopped and eagerly bought the papers, desperate to find 
out the latest news in the saga of their renowned English 
inventor and the two dangerous American lads who had 
kidnapped him. This was big news. 





Judge Leach pounded his wooden gavel hard on his 
mahogany bench. His stern, lined face glared out at the 
courtroom full of spectators. He adjusted his traditional 
white judge's wig that, to Dexter, made him look a lot like 
George Washington. 


“Quiet in the court!” he ordered in his firm English 
voice. “Cease the nonsense.” Judge Leach had presided 
over a lot of cases in his lifetime, and one thing he couldn't 
stand, one thing he absolutely would not put up with, was 
nonsense. 


“The defendants will enter their plea and — since 
everyone's guilty until proven innocent — a court date can 
be set!” 


The crowd of onlookers quieted down and took their 
seats as the proceedings began. Ed and Dexter, fresh off a 
flight from Cairo, were brought in. Ed waved to the 


audience. No one waved back. Dexter stood next to him, 
his face pinched into a painful expression as if someone 
were dancing on his foot with high heels. 


Opposite Dexter and Ed, sitting behind a table facing 
the judge, was the prosecutor. He was dressed almost 
exactly like their own barrister, right down to the 
powdered white wig. And finally, behind the prosecutor, 
was Harry Hopper, looking in turns saddened and more 
saddened. It was a look he managed to pull off quite nicely, 
and it didn't go unnoticed by the spectators that crowded 
the large room. 


The judge pounded his gavel down once more with a 
loud wooden crack and brought the court to order. “In the 
case of Hopper v. Ed and Dexter,” he announced in his 
deep booming voice, “how do the plaintiffs plead?” 


Ed stared up at the judge. He looked around, waiting 
to see how the plaintiffs would plead. It was all terribly 
exciting to him. 


Dexter stood up. All eyes in the court were focused on 
him. He dropped to his knees and began waddling across 
the floor toward the judge, his hands clasped in front of 
him for mercy. “Please don't send me to jail. Please! 
Please! I don't want to go to jail! I'm just a kid!” he sobbed 
hysterically. 


The judge pounded furiously on his desk with the 
gavel. This was exactly the kind of nonsense he abhorred. 


“Sorry, Your Honor. He's a little upset,” Ed tried to 
explain as he dragged his struggling friend back to his 
seat. 


“Quiet!” boomed the judge. 


Ed and Dexter's barrister hung his head and shook it 
sadly from side to side. Well, there goes another one, he 
thought. Just once in his life he wanted to win a case. That 


wasn't so much to ask for. He had been a barrister for 
going on six years, and so far he held a perfect record. He 
had never won. And it didn't look like he was about to start 
now. He squeezed his long, hawklike nose in an attempt to 
relieve the massive sinus headache that had suddenly 
overcome him. He pushed his round, metal spectacles 
back over his eyes and stood. 


“They plead not guilty. Your Honor,” he announced in 
his high, nasal voice. This was how it always started, first 
plead not guilty, then lose. He was used to it by now and 
often wondered why he even bothered going through the 
motions. 


“Very well, the defense pleads not guilty. The 
prosecution will now list the witnesses it plans to call.” 
Judge Leach rolled his tongue with judicial flare over the 
words as he spoke them. 


John Keane, the prosecutor, stood. He was the best in 
the business, and Harry Hopper had paid a lot of money to 
make sure of it. 


What drove him to be the best was not the desire for 
justice or the love of the law — it was the fact that he liked 
to eat. No, he loved to eat. He adored food, great food that 
would melt in his mouth and cause all the organs in his 
body to become desperately jealous of his tongue. To eat 
that good cost money. Money that Keane made as long as 
he kept winning. 

“Your Honor,” he said in his thick, deep voice, “I will 


call to the stand the horribly wronged party, Harry 
Hopper.” 


The spectators “ohhhed” and “ahhhhed.” This was 
exactly what they had been waiting for. Harry Hopper had 
become a bit of a celebrity since his uncle's 
disappearance. He had appeared on all the local talk 
shows and news programs and had even done a guest spot 


as a VJ on a British music video program. And now the 
gathered crowds got to see him tell his story one more 
time, in person. 


He dabbed at the slits of his beady, tear-stained eyes, 
offered a pained I'm-so-sad-without-my-uncle kind of look 
to the jury, and slowly, as if the weight of several large, 
burly wrestlers rested on his shoulders, stood up. 


Keane flourished a piece of paper with a sketch. “And 
we'll introduce our key piece of evidence, this picture of 
the old man and the ransom note, which reads, ‘If you ever 
want to see your uncle again you'll pay us fifty thousand 
dollars!’” 


Keane whipped the folded-up piece of paper from his 
table and smacked it down on the judge's bench. It was 
Ed's drawing of old Mr. Hopper. Except now, written 
across the back in big, black letters, it read, “If you ever 
want to see your uncle again you'll pay us fifty thousand 
dollars!” 


Keane was just getting warmed up. He paced back and 
forth in front of the jury. His voice had risen to a fevered 
pitch, as if he was selling something on TV. 


“And did the corrupt, depraved, American hooligans 
then return your dear uncle?” 


Hopper broke down. He shook his head no, covered his 
face with his arms, and... laughed! He laughed and 
laughed and laughed. He couldn't help himself. To the rest 
of the courtroom, those who couldn't see behind his 
covering arms, he appeared to be bawling his beady little 
eyes out. 


Tears streamed down Ed's face. Even his long, braided 
hair seemed to be upset. He rested his face against 
Dexter's shoulder. “That's the saddest thing I've ever 
seen,” Ed bawled. “I hope they catch whoever did it!” 


Dexter looked down at him and answered a frustrated, 
“Ed, they're talking about us!” 


“We will retire for the day,” the judge announced. “The 
proceedings will continue tomorrow.” Officers came 
forward to lead Ed and Dexter back to their holding cell. 





In the back of the courtroom, behind the crowds of 
awestruck spectators, sat a quiet, unnoticed observer. The 
mime! Her stomach clenched in anger and frustration as 
she watched the charade of a trial unfolding before her. 
She had to do something to help. But what? 





“Do you have the money or not?” Marcus Finkler 
asked the manager of Good Burger. He had come all the 
way down to their crummy little restaurant to collect, and 
he was going to be very unhappy if he had to go away 
empty handed. Then again, he would probably be very 
unhappy either way. Unhappiness just seemed to follow 
him around. 


Mr. Baily could only shake his head. 


“Well then, Mr. Baily, it seems that NASCORFS will 
have to auction off Good Burger to the highest bidder. 
We'll get our money one way or another,” he said in his 
miserably unhappy voice. He spun and stormed out of the 


building, pausing at the taped-up remains of the front door 
just long enough to shout, “You have two days!” before 
turning, tripping on the broken door frame, and tumbling 
out of the building. 


“That's it!” Mr. Baily shouted as he bounded into the 
restaurant. “It's over! This is the end of Good Burger. I 
have just been notified that in two days when we can't pay 
the fine. Good Burger becomes the property of 
NASCOREBS. And... and... and then they're gonna knock it 
down!” 


Beads of sweat practically raced their way down his 
face as he finished. “We're doomed!” He wimpered in 
defeat. But no one was listening. Fizz was curled up in a 
small ball underneath one of the booths, rocking slowly 
back and forth. He wasn't taking the news well. And 
Spatch was on the phone, deeply engaged in conversation. 
Who can he be talking to at a time like this? Mr. Baily 
wondered. Who can he be talking to? 


“Errruugghh,” Spatch grunted into the receiver. There 
was a pause while Spatch listened, then he replied, 
“Aughhhh!” 


“Who is it, Spatch?” Mr. Baily eagerly inquired. “Is it 
Ed? Is it Dexter? What's going on?” He desperately wanted 
some answers. He needed some answers. His mind was 
teetering on the edge and was desperately clinging for 
something to hold on to. He grabbed at the phone as the 
last strand of his sanity slowly started to unravel. 


“Mommy?” he shouted hysterically into the phone that 
was still clutched tight in Spatch's hand. “Mommy, is that 
you?” His voice rose to a crazed pitch as he collapsed on 
the floor in a blubbering pile of tics and sobs, clutching 
Spatch's grease-stained leg for comfort. 


Spatch looked down at the pathetic mass that had 
been his panicked manager. He pulled the phone back to 


his large mouth and grunted some sort of affirmative- 
sounding grunt before slamming the phone back into its 
cradle, accidentally knocking the whole device off the wall 
and sending it crashing to the floor. 





Far away, in a hotel room nestled quietly in one of 
London's shaded cobblestone streets, the mime hung up 
the phone. She was panting, out of breath. It was a lot of 
work to act out an entire plan over the phone without 
saying a single word, but somehow she had managed. Now 
if only Ed's friends on the other end understood her. And if 
only, she thought, it isn't too late... 





The next day, Marcus Finkler climbed down from the 
shiny yellow bulldozer, which he had led to Good Burger's 
dingy front door. Technically he couldn't knock down the 
building just yet. Mr. Baily and the Good Burger crew still 
had a full day to pay up before ownership of Good Burger 
automatically transferred to NASCOREBS. But there was no 
rule that said that Marcus couldn't sit outside the fast-food 
restaurant in a giant yellow bulldozer and rev the engines 
a little just to watch the panicked expression on the face of 
every last Good Burger worker. Mr. Finkler loved causing 
fear in others. 


He marched over to Good Burger's crudely taped front 
door. 


“Oh, Good Burger, you have visitors,” Marcus called 
out, unable to keep the sound of sheer joy out of his voice. 
He knew that any moment now Mr. Baily would open the 
door, see the bulldozer, and really get afraid. Mr. Finkler 
waited. Anytime now. Certainly soon. 


“Mr. Baily, come out and say hello to my little yellow 
friend,” the sauce inspector taunted, rapping lightly on the 
door. He waited, but there was no answer. 


A look of anger flashed across his face. He had gone to 
all the trouble of renting a bulldozer and driving down 
here — now someone had better come out and see it. It 
was the middle of the afternoon, after all. Someone had to 
be in there. Marcus pounded harder on the door, and it fell 
inward and crashed again to the floor. 


Marcus Finkler poked his head into the dark interior of 
the dingy restaurant, but there was no one there. Good 
Burger was empty. 


Hmmmm, Marcus wondered to himself, J wonder 
where they could be? 





The mime paced back and forth in front of the 
gathered visitors. She clasped her hands behind her back, 
like a general about to issue some important orders. She 
would have looked more like a general if it weren't for the 
fact that very few generals wear white face paint. But still, 
she looked an awful lot like one. She had the walk, she had 


the look, she even had the odd itching sensation that 
generals sometimes get from their uniforms. 


The visitors that were gathered in her room waited 
expectantly. They had traveled a long way to hear what 
she had to say and were very tired, but no one dozed. All 
eyes were riveted on the mime's pretty, silent face. All ears 
were waiting for the mime to not speak. 


She stopped pacing and turned sharply on her heel to 
face the others. With one sudden motion she whipped a 
pointer from behind her back and smacked it against a 
waiting easel. Her visitors jumped, startled by the sudden 
noise. She had their attention. Now she was ready. It was 
time to unveil the plan. She flipped the top page on the 
easel over, revealing in big, bold, stenciled letters the 
words Operation Save Ed and Dexter. She turned again to 
face her guests, her pretty brown eyes moving 
purposefully from one face to the next, studying each in 
turn. Then slowly, dramatically, she began to act out the 
plan. 





Keane was listing witness after witness, all of whom 
seemed to confirm Ed and Dexter's guilt: the Egyptian 
police captain, the guards at the Eiffel Tower, dozens of 
French people, all of whom would testify that Ed and 
Dexter had searched all of Paris for the old man. John 
Keane had even managed to dig up an adorable ten-year- 
old girl who, with tears streaming down her cute, ten-year- 
old face, pointed Dexter out as the man who stole her 
bicycle. 


For Dexter, the court appearance whipped by in a 
furious blur of Germans and Frenchmen and Egyptians 
and Englishmen, all pointing fingers, all placing blame. 
One word began to echo across his brain, over and over 
again in a mind-numbing monotony. Guilty. Guilty! Guilty! 
Guilty! 

One word also ran through Ed's mind as he sat in front 
of the court, watching familiar-looking witness after 
familiar-looking witness stand up to be identified. He 
waved happily to each of them. The word that ran through 
his head was Mime. Mime! Mime! Mime! He hadn't seen 
her in the courtroom all day. Maybe, he thought, maybe 
she's trapped behind the invisible wall again. 


The judge banged his gavel hard against the solid 
wood of his bench, ripping Ed and Dexter out of their own 
private thoughts. “How do the defendants plead?” 


Dexter leaped to his feet. This is what he had been 
waiting for! A chance to speak. Now, if only he could find 
the right words, he was sure that he could make the jury 
understand. He had to be persuasive. He had to be 
eloquent. This had to be the speech of his life. 


“I can explain everything,” he started, slowly sizing up 
the judge. “See, that guy there is a big fat liar.” He 
strutted from behind his table, marched straight over to 
Harry Hopper, and pointed a finger directly at him. “Yeah, 
see everything he said about us actually should be said 
about him. Because he is a bad, bad guy. He's not good. 
See, us,” he motioned to himself and Ed, “we're good. 
Him...” he waved his hands wildly in front of Harry's face, 
“bad. Got it? Us, good. Him, bad. Thank-you for listening, I 
know you'll do the right thing,” He marched back to his 
chair and sat down proudly. A moment passed before 
Dexter realized exactly how stupid he had just sounded. 


He slumped his head on the table in front of him and 
sobbed, “Why?” 


The judge stared at Dexter and Ed. He had had just 
about enough of their nonsense. He was actually looking 
forward to the wonderful moment when he could find them 
guilty and sentence them to life in prison. He smiled 
slightly beneath his powdered white wig. 


“Does the defense have anything else to say?” he 
asked. 


“Yes!” Ed said, jumping up. “I have something to say.” 


The judge looked at his gavel and thought long and 
hard about just throwing it at Ed. I can hit him with it from 
here, I'm sure of it. Somehow he managed to get control of 
himself. 


Ed stood in front of the judge and spoke. “Ladies, my 
name is...”He trailed off. What was his name again? He 
thought hard, closing his eyes so that maybe he would 
picture it. It wasn't happening. Wait a minute, I'm wearing 
a name tag. He stared down at the letters, trying to sound 
them out. “My name is De.” The letters were upside down 
from his point of view. “Me and my friend Dexter didn't 
kidnap anyone. See, this old dude came in to Good Burger, 
home of the Good Burger can I take your order. But when 
he left, he forgot his eighteen cents change. Whoa! So we 
followed after him to give it back and that's what 
happened. The end.” 


The judge had been pretty sure that Ed and Dexter 
were guilty, but now he was positive of it. That was the 
most ridiculous explanation for a crime he had ever heard. 
Imagine, chasing down a multimillionaire so that you could 
return eighteen cents in change. It was ludicrous. 


“Finally!” the judge shouted a little louder than he 
meant to. “I find the defendants g—” 


“Wait!” The courtroom doors burst open. The crowd of 
spectators whipped their heads around in one collective 
motion to see who had interrupted. 


“What now?” shrieked the judge in a frazzled voice. He 
tugged at his white wig in frustration. He wanted so badly 
to convict somebody. 


“Those two boys are innocent!” thundered a familiar 
old voice from the back of the court. 


Dexter shot his head up off the table, taking a 
momentary pause from his blubbering. Could it be? 


“Old dude!” shouted Ed gleefully as he looked back to 
see wealthy old Lawrence Hopper III storming 
purposefully down the courtroom toward the judge. The 
crowd went wild. This was far better than any of them had 
hoped. Behind old Mr. Hopper, Mr. Baily marched in, 
shoving a bound and gagged Morley in front of him. Fizz 
followed, and Spatch stood guard at the door, brandishing 
his trusty spatula in front of him for protection. 


Dexter and Ed alternated shouts of “Mr. Baily!” and 
“Fizz!” and “Spatch!” and “Morley!” (Actually, that last 
one was just Ed.) 


Dexter was confused. “Mr. Baily, how did you...” 


“A friend of yours called and said that you two might 
need help,” Mr. Baily responded proudly. 


“Friend? Who?” Dexter started to ask, but Ed figured 
out the answer first. 


“Mime!” he shouted, jumping in the air to try and find 
her. There, in the back of the courtroom, just in front of 
Spatch, was Ed's love. She leaped up in the air and 
clapped her hands in front of her, then dashed down the 
length of the long courtroom to Ed. He held out his arms 
to catch her and closed his eyes. She held her arms out to 


him, eyes also closed. The two of them crashed loudly 
together and collapsed to the floor. “Mime, how did you do 
this?” Ed asked, his voice both dazed and amazed. 


The mime stood up and began acting everything out 
for him. The whole plan. Everything that had unfolded in 
the last day and a half. How she figured out that the old 
man was probably being held in Castle Fluhgendorff. How 
she gathered Ed's friends for a full-scale assault. How they 
rescued the old man from Morley's clutches. Ed followed 
along, adding an “uh-huh” or “I see” or “Whooa, you're so 
smart” as the silent story unfolded. 


Judge Leach was not sure what was going on. But it 
seemed to him distinctly like nonsense. He rapped his 
gavel hard on the desk and yelled for order. When the 
courtroom finally quieted down he spoke. 


“Someone please explain to me what is going on 
here!” 


“I'd be happy to.” Old Mr. Hopper stepped in front of 
the judge and, in his polite old accent, began. “These two 
boys are innocent. It was my nephew Harry Hopper along 
with this man here,” he said, shoving Morley up in front of 
the judge, his round face flushed red with anger. “They are 
responsible for my disappearance. Harry forged my name 
to a fake will and then kept me locked up inside Castle 
Fluhgendorf until he could pin my kidnapping on these two 
innocent boys. Then he could declare me dead and steal 
my fortune! Lucky for me this mime and her friends here 
came to my rescue! That's the man you want right there!” 
He whirled away from the judge and pointed dramatically 
at... thin air! 


Harry Hopper knew the game was up. Knew it from 
the moment his hated old uncle burst into the courtroom. 
So, aS soon as everyone's back was turned, he did what 
any good, evil villain would do — he made a run for it. He 


dashed quickly toward the courtroom's exit, glanced back 
at the dreaded mime who'd foiled his evil plans and... ran 
straight into a brick wall. He looked up, woozy from his 
place on the floor. How does a brick wall get to be so 
grease stained? he thought groggily to himself. Then 
Harry got really confused when the big, grease-stained 
brick wall leaned down and grunted at him. 


Spatch lifted Harry Hopper up in one beefy arm and 
carried him to the front of the courtroom, where he 
dropped him to the floor with a loud thud. 


Ed leaned down to the younger Hopper and stuck his 
hand in Harry's pocket. He found what he was looking for. 
Then he turned to the old man. 


“Old dude,” he said. “I'm sorry you got kidnapped and 
all, but here's your change.” He dropped eighteen cents in 
Lawrence Hopper's outstretched hand. 


Lawrence Hopper III stared at the eighteen cents in 
his hand, and something caught his eye. Something red. It 
was the string he had tied to his finger what seemed like 
years ago. And then something funny happened. He 
remembered. 


“That's it!” he shouted joyfully as his wrinkled old face 
lit up. “I remember! I remember why I tied this string to 
my finger! Of course, it's so simple!” 


Someone had to ask, so Dexter did the honors. “What 
is?” 

“When I decided that I wouldn't leave a penny to my 
no-good nephew, I became bothered by the fact that I 
didn't know what to do with it all. Then one night it came 
to me in a dream. I should give it all away. But not to just 
anyone, I should give it away to someone who really 
deserves it. Someone who would put it to good use and not 
just spend it on themselves. So, I decided that the first 


person I met who did something nice or thoughtful without 
thinking of themselves first, that person would get a 
million dollars of my fortune.” 


“Whooa, that's a good plan.” Ed bobbed his head. 
“Well, I hope you find him.” 


“I have found him,” Lawrence said. “Ed, it's you. You 
followed a complete stranger all the way around the world 
just to return eighteen cents. Ed, how would you like to be 
rich?” he asked. 


Ed squinted thoughtfully. He bit his lip, he scratched 
his temples and scrunched up his face, then he shrugged. 
“Okay?” 


The courtroom exploded with action. The spectators 
erupted into cheers and applause. Ed's Good Burger 
friends gathered around him and lifted him high into the 
air in celebration. This was a great day for all of them. 


Dexter smiled up at his friend, being carried high on 
the arms of his coworkers. “Hey Ed, do you know what 
you're going to do with all that money?” 


Ed didn't answer, but smiled at him with his goofy, 
gap-toothed grin. 


Epilogue 


The bright shiny building stood proudly on the small 
Dullmont skyline. Its brand-new glass windows sparkled 
brilliantly in the noonday sun, its brand-new neon sign 
glowing brightly, announced in a shimmering, changing 
rainbow of colors to all who passed that this was the home 
of the most average fast-food restaurant in the entire 
country. This glittering building was the home of Good 
Burger. 


A large sign hung over the crystal-clear glass of the 
new front door. The sign read Free Good Burgers to the 
first billion customers. Crowds of people lined up around 
the block as the rock band Bacteria performed on a large 
stage that stood just beyond Good Burger's entrance. This 
was Good Burger's new grand opening. A cute little ten- 
year-old girl wound her way in and out of the crowd on her 
shiny, brand-new bicycle. 


Inside, the restaurant looked exactly like it had before, 
right down to the color of the floor and the shape of the 
salt and pepper shakers. Only now, it was clean. Hordes of 
people crowded into the new fast-food establishment, all 
clamoring to get their free food. And at the counter, ready 
to take their order, was the mime. She had practiced all 
night, working out a simple and easy-to-understand way of 
acting out, without words, “Welcome to Good Burger, 
Home of the Good Burger can I take your order?” and now 
she was finally getting to put it to use. The customers were 
all very confused. 


At the brand-new drive-through window. Fizz was busy 
taking orders, using a brand-new, state-of-the-art headset 
to communicate with the customers. It was the best gift he 


had ever received. His pasty white face practically glowed 
with excitement. He was in Fizz heaven. 


In the back, flipping burgers in all his fast-food glory, 
was Spatch. And in his hand, a brand-new, oversized, gold- 
plated spatula glinted in the fiery light from the grill. He 
slid it under a burger and flipped with a perfect spin of his 
wrist. The burger landed back down, perfectly, and began 
cooking on the other side. 


Several delivery men wheeled in huge boxes, fighting 
their way through the immense crowds of people. In the 
boxes was a lifetime supply of antacid for Mr. Baily. His 
stomach was happier than a stomach had ever been. 





Past Good Burger's new indoor bowling alley and 
Olympic-sized swimming pool, down in Good Burger's 
brand-new, state-of-the-art kitchen, stood Marcus Finkler. 
A boiling pot of Ed's Sauce bubbled and steamed in front 
of him, filling the air with a distinctly good odor. 


Mr. Baily nervously handed a large wooden spoon to 
the NASCORFS Sauce Inspector, beads of panic sweat 
breaking out on his brow as he watched. 


Marcus Finkler turned up his nose at the sight of the 
sauce, but his job was his job, so he dipped the spoon 
lightly into the bubbling concoction with a slight air of 
disgust and lifted it unhappily to his frowning lips. He took 
a small taste. Then something amazing happened. 


Marcus Finkler smiled. 





Away from the noisy crowds, up on Good Burger's 
brand-new roof, Ed and Dexter sat in their newly installed 
rooftop hot tub. Dexter rolled his brand new yo-yo back 
and forth from his hand as the bubbling jets of hot water 
shot out all around them. Dexter kicked back, leaning his 
head against the wooden side of the Jacuzzi. 


“This is the life. But, uh... Ed, you don't have to wear 
your uniform in here.” Ed was, indeed, still wearing his 
blue-and-white striped uniform. 


“Uh... no?” he asked. 


“All right, man, whatever makes you happy. But you 
know something Ed, I don't get it. I mean, you get all this 
money handed to you and then you use it all to buy stuff 
for other people. You know, you bought Good Burger back 
from the auction and you bought us all gifts. But what did 
you get for you?” he asked. 


“Ohh, that's easy. I got to see the world with my best 
friend.” 


“Awww man!” Dexter laughed and splashed water at 
his best friend. Ed grinned and splashed some back at 
Dexter. 


Footnotes 


. Strangely enough, in some foreign cultures, “Ummf, 
ooof, unga unga ooof” is the highest and most polite 
compliment one could ever pay to a sauce inspector. A 
compliment so kind, so thoughtful, so amazingly 
complimentary that the sauce inspector would 
undoubtedly become a lifelong friend. Unfortunately, in 
our culture it means absolutely nothing. Back 


. Also, but slightly less well known, the city of French 
people. Back 


. The reason that she knew exactly where she had to go 
was that, as the thugs were dragging Ed and Dexter 
out of the room, Morely yelled to them, “Hurry, we have 
to get them to the train station. Our train is leaving 
soon!” It was a very lucky thing to have overheard. 
Back 


. Most thugs are. Back 


. Lederhosen are a traditional German outfit that look a 
lot like short, brightly colored green overalls, over long 
knee-high socks, topped off with a pointy green hat. 
Back 


6. This is not the type of behavior that usually leads to a 
second date — at least not on this planet. Back 


7. Camels, it is well known, have very little interest in 
ancient Egyptian monuments. Oddly enough, what they 
do have a lot of interest in is... spitting. Camels love to 
spit. Yep, there's nothing a camel likes better. They're 
really good at it too. Back 


8. The platform was currently not in use because the fire 
breather accidentally sucked a plume of fire straight up 
his nose, singeing all of his nose hairs off and 
permanently frying his sense of smell. He's resting 
comfortably now in a nasal rehabilitation facility. Back 
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